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CHAPTER I 
THREADS OF LIFE 


Nearly half a century ago, at the time when my story 
commences, Portreath was a small seaport town on the 
east coast of Ireland, with nothing to recommend it 
except its natural harbour, where boats could take 
refuge from every wind that blew. The large ships, 
laden with passengers or merchandise, passed by 
withcut calling at Portreath; a few only, and those of 
a smaller size, turning round the point of land that 
almost closed in the little land-locked harbour, behind 
which the straggling village stretched up to the top 
of the hill looking over the bay. The houses nearest 
to the beach were all occupied by fishermen, whose 
boats lay dotted about the harbour, interspersed with 
a few smacks and sailing-vessels. There was the 
Kathleen of Dublin, the Albatross of Hull; and here 
comes the Swallow, rounding that green knoll which 
seems to close in the mouth of the harbour, so that a 
stranger would wonder where the little ship comes 
from as she sails into the smooth waters. And now, 
as she draws up to the quay, so called, though it is 
but a dilapidated ruin of former and more prosperous 
times, the Swallow drops her sails one by one like a bird 
sinking into its nest, and, after much shouting and 
clinking of chains, the anchor is dropped, and the little 
ship settles down to rest, until she has once more 

it 
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taken in her cargo of flax which the Welsh farmers’ 
wives are anxiously looking out for. 

On the brow of the hill stands a large house of grey 
stone, called ‘‘ Manor Craggs’’, its windows now brightly 
gilded by the evening sun. It was the house of Mr. 
Paul Gwythern and his son Hugh. The former had 
only lately returned from India, where he had spent 
many years of his life. He had held a lucrative appoint- 
ment under the East India Company, by means of 
which, together with the profits of a large coffee planta- 
tion, he had amassed a considerabie fortune. Here he 
had lost his first wife, and, after a few years of solitude, 
had married again, a lady much younger than himself, 
who, though of a sweet and amiable disposition, was, 
from delicacy of health, quite unfit for the trials of 
an Indian climate. Nevertheless she was the idol of 
her elderly husband’s heart, and when, soon after their 
marriage, she fell into a state of invalidness, he at 
once threw up his appointment, sold his property, and 
prepared to take his wife home to Ireland, where his 
son by his first wife was already living and carrying 
on a thriving trade in a small way between the farmers 
of his native country on the opposite coast of Wales, 
and the inhabitants of Portreath and its neighbourhood. 
Mr. Gwythern’s first marriage had not been a happy 
one, his wife being a selfish and ill-tempered woman, 
and her violent temper was supposed by his friends to 
be the cause of his long absence from his native country. 
Their only son, Hugh, was born before they had left 
Wales, where the first few years of their married life 
had been spent, and whence they had afterwards 
removed to ‘Manor Craggs”, a small property left to 
Mrs. Gwythern at the death of her father. Here her. 
violent temper had led to so many scenes of annoyance 
and scandal, that Mr. Gwythern was very thankful 
when an influential relative procured for him his ap- 
pointment in India. ‘‘ Manor Craggs” was left in charge 
of an old housekeeper, and their son was sent to a 
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public school. He was well aware of the shadow which 
darkened his father’s domestic life, but it was such a 
sore subject that neither father nor son ever referred 
to it in their letters to each other, and when at last a 
letter came telling him simply of his mother’s death, 
Hugh put on mourning and tried to recall only her 
kind words and actions, few and far between: though 
they were. 

Hugh and his father had been fast friends ever since 
the boy had grown old enough to understand his parent’s 
tender and indulgent love, and he returned that love 
with all the devotion of a nature that was stronger 
and deeper than his father’s. At twenty he was sent 
to Cambridge, and here came the turning-point of his 
life. His career promised to be very successful, if not 
brilliant; but one day while rowing he and the rest 
of the crew had been upset into the river, and the mishap, 
though only causing a good laugh at the time and a 
race home from the boat-house, had brought on, in 
Hugh’s case, an attack of rheumatic fever, which for 
two years rendered him a complete invalid; and when 
at length he recovered comparative health and strength, 
his nature seemed to have undergone some mysterious 
change which altered the whole course of his life. His 
father, who had come home from India for a year’s 
change and relaxation, accompanied him on a tour on 
the Continent, where Hugh apparently regained perfect 
vigour of mind and body. But when asked by his 
father if he would like to return to Cambridge, his 
answer was ready and decided. ‘‘No, father, that 
chapter in the book of my life is closed and I will not 
reopen it.’’ And so they went to India together, and 
Hugh found plenty to do on his father’s coffee planta- 
tion, until a slight return of his malady sent him back 
to Ireland, where he settled down at “‘Manor Craggs”’ 
and seemed perfectly content, with the old housekeeper, 
Mrs. McAlister, to. look after his wants. Not wishing 
to lead an idle life, he began a brisk trade with the 
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Welsh farmers, sending over supplies of flax, and im- 
porting from”them slates, pottery, etc.—a strange life 
for one who had dreamed of higher things and had 
once hoped to make his own way at the Bar. 

But here, at last, came perfect health and happiness, 
and his Jetters to his father bore frequent testimony to 
his renewed interest in life. When his mother died, he 
had hoped that his father would return to Europe, but 
this he did not do until he had married a second time, 
and his wife's ill-health compelled him to do so. It 
was a happy meeting between father and son, and the 
time was fully occupied in pleasant plans for the 
future, and in preparing “‘Manor Craggs’’ for Mrs. 
Gwythern, who would probably reach England about 
two months after her husband, in company with a 
family with whom they had been very intimate in 
India, thus giving the invalid the benefit of their care 
and nursing on the voyage, and her husband the time 
to prepare her new home. But the old proverb, ‘‘Man 
proposes and God disposes”, was to receive an exempli- 
fication in this case as in so many others. Before Mr. 
Gwythern had been a fortnight with Hugh, he con- 
tracted a fever then very prevalent at Portreath, and 
now, when my story opens, though the fever had 
abated, it had done its work surely, and Hugh, as he 
watched by his dying father’s bed, felt that every day 
was bringing nearer that dread visitor, who comes 
unasked and leaves us desolate. 


CHAPTER II 
THE VOW 


The shadow which Mrs. Gwythern’s violent temper had 
cast over their home had probably been the means of 
drawing Mr. Gwythern and his son more closely to- 
gether than is usual, even between parent and child; 
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there was perfect openness between them, and as he 
grew up to manhood, Hugh had no dearer or more 
intimate friend than his father. During the first 
fortnight after they had been reunited at‘‘ Manor Craggs’’, 
they had enjoyed many long talks together, always 
ending, even if in disagreement, yet in a happy agree- 
ment to differ. In fact, they were bons camarades. 
Whether this complete candour would have existed if 
Hugh had ever been what is called “‘in love” I cannot 
tell, for he had never had even a love affair beginning 
with a rose and a sigh and ending with a yawn; and 
here was a strange trait in Hugh’s character, that one 
so warm-hearted should have lived to the age of twenty- 
eight without ever having met a woman whose presence 
affected him in any but the most ordinary manner. He 
often wondered at it himself, but was well content it 
should be so, and began to think that, for him, no 
woman existed who should ever take possession of his 
heart, and make herself at home in his inmost feelings. 

Something of the kind was passing through his mind 
as he sat this evening beside his father’s bed and 
watched Mrs. McAlister as she moved about the room 
with well-meant but clumsy endeavours to add to the 
invalid’s comfort. As she smoothed his pillow and 
“‘tidied”’ the room, the hollow eyes seemed to follow 
her restlessly, and Hugh’s loving intuition revealed 
to him that her presence was undesired by his father ; 
so dismissing her on the pretext of seeing ‘“‘how the 
jelly was getting on’’, he drew up the blind, letting 
in the golden rays of the setting sun, and, trying to 
speak in a cheerful tone, while his heart was aching 
with sorrow, said: 

“Such a lovely evening, dear father! Shall I raise 
your pillow a little, so that you may see the bay? 
The Swallow will be in this evening, you know. Ah! 
there she is, rounding the point. When you are a little 
stronger, I believe a trip across to Wales will do you 
more good than all Dr. Vivian’s medicine.” 
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There was no responsive brightness in his father’s 
answer. 

““Ah! Hugh, never, never, my dear boy; you must 
see, and you do, I am sure, that I am not long for this 
world.” 

His panting breath and thin fingers nervously picking 
at the counterpane emphasized his words, and Hugh’s 
heart sank lower than ever as he held the other hand 
and smoothed it with his own firm fingers. Once more 
he tried a cheerful strain, but seeing a fresh anxiety 
in the restless eyes he bent his head to hide the tears 
which welled up into his own. 

““I have something I want to say to you, Hugh,” 
said his father. “I am dying—and it will be soon—I 
did hope to live to see my darling wife arrive, but it 
is not to be—and what will become of her? Alone 
in a strange country !” 

“Alone! dear father! Not while I live,’ answered 
Hugh, steadying his voice with a great effort; all dis- 
guise had fallen away from them now, and it was soul 
speaking to soul ere they parted, one to face the solemn 
realities of an unknown world, the other to remain and 
fight a few more of the battles of life before he too 
came to the same solemn hour of departure. 

“You have never seen her, Hugh, but you will love 
her for my sake, won’t you, and be tender to her? 
Oh, my darling! to think that I shall not be here to 
welcome her !’” 

Here he seemed to gather strength from some inner 
store, for he lifted himself up in a way he had not 
been able to do for a long time, and his voice seemep 
stronger as he spoke: 

*“T leave her to you, my son, with perfect confidence, 
but I should die easier if once I had your promise that 
you will take her to your heart as though she were 
your real mother—and, Hugh, is it selfish of me to 
wish that you will never marry, yourself, while she lives 
unmarried? Some day she will marry someone more 
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of her own age, who will make her happy—but it will 
never be one who will love her more. I know you have 
never been in love, Hugh, otherwise I would not ask 
of you such a sacrifice; but, as you do not love, Hugh, 
oh! will you take care of her and guard her until she 
is married or dead? I have been trying for days to say 
this, but it seems selfish, and so—and so Fs 

Here the strength seemed to desert him, and he sank 
back panting. Hugh held a restorative to his lips, and 
when he had regained a little calmness and was more 
comfortably resting on his pillows, he heard his son’s 
clear manly voice, as he answered firmly: 

““Dear father, have you been trying to say this to 
me indeed? Well then, listen. I will never marry 
while my mother lives and requires my care; never, 
father—never; and you know, with all my faults, I 
have never willingly broken a promise; and a promise 
to you at such a time will be more binding than any 
vow. Father, does it ease your mind? Do you hear 
me? I promise.” 

““T hear you, my boy, and thank you. Hugh, we 
have been more than parent and child; and now your 


» Kindness——”’ 


There was a long silence, and Hugh, thinking his 
father was asleep, sat on by the bed-side, with his 
eyes fixed on the bay whose waters glowed in the rays 
of the setting sun like a sheet of gold. He watched the 
sun gradually sinking below the horizon and thought 
of the life ebbing away beside him into unknown 
depths. No! a full tide of hope and faith surged up 
into his heart and flooded his whole being. 

He went on in thought to to-morrow’s rising sun, 
and felt that if he must lose that beloved parent here, 
there was a brighter and a fuller life beyond. He 
turned to look at the bed, and at once the truth dawned 
upon him. He called to Mrs. McAlister, and who is 
there so happy as not to know what followed ?—the 
first agonized endeavours to restore the life that had 
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left the body for ever, the gradual realization of the 
truth, the last look at the beloved face, and then 
the blinds drawn, and the room, which had been the 
centre of interest for weeks, left to darkness and silence, 
only broken by the quiet footsteps of strangers. 

We will not try to describe Hugh’s first days of 
sorrow and loneliness; another page in that wonderful 
book of life, so interesting to each one of us, seemed 
to have come to an end, and when, a few days after- 
wards, he returned from his father’s funeral to the 
empty house, he felt with full force the blow that had 
fallen upon him. Slow to make friends, he now felt 
he had lost his best friend, and he registered a vow to 
Heaven that he would be true to his promise to his 
father. He smiled as he thought how small a sacrifice 
it would entail, and then turned to his daily affairs, 
with the small comfort that his promise was a sort of 
bond between him and the dear dead. 


ea 


CHAPTER III 
“THE SWALLOW” 


One sunny day in the week following that of Mr. 
Gwythern’s funeral, the Swallow sailed out of Portreath 
Bay, with much creaking and clinking of chains. She 
had left her cargo of tiles, and was now returning to 
the Welsh coast laden with flax. The crew consisted 
of old John Roberts, the master, politely known as 
Captain Roberts, Siencyn Owen, the mate, and Will, 
the cabin boy, one and all feeling much elated at 
having a passenger on board, and he none other than 

Muster Hugh” as they had always called him. | 
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“Indeed, sir, it was no use my tryin’ to call you 
‘Muster Gwythern’, ” said the captain, ‘“‘not now at 
first. In time, perhaps, my tongue will come to it.” 

“All right, captain! don’t try,” said Hugh; “‘let 
me be ‘Muster Hugh’ as long as I can. I shall imagine, 
you know, that I am still the boy you used to scold so 
unmercifully when I got my hands and clothes covered 
with tar: do you remember? Before I went to school, 
the arrival of the Swallow was always the signal of 
punishment for me; for I could not keep away from 
you, and my mother hated it, and no wonder, for I 
certainly was a pickle.” 

‘““You wass a nice boy, sir, and, dear me! you wass 
a naughty boy! I remember vurry well how your poor 
father wass used to come down to the quay, and take 
you home through the wood behind the house, so you 
may be cleaned and washed before your mother, sir, 
saw you.’ 

»Hugh’s face saddened as he recalled to mind the 
‘frequent storms of temper raised by his peccadilloes, 
~ and the gentleness and patience with which his father 
had endeavoured to pacify his wife, while protecting 
his son from too severe punishment. He tried to turn 
the tide of Captain Robert’s conversation, but in vain. 

‘Now, sir, there’s the place I bin wishin’ to see you 
many a time.” 

‘*What! on this hard coil of ropes?”’ 

“Iss, indeed, sir, seein’ the Swallow is your own ship, 
so long as you arr comin’ along toWales. What you 
want to stop with them old Paddys, sir, when there’s 
so many warrum hearts wantin’ to see you in Wales? 
There’s Miss Anna Mary Lloyd, now, uvvry time I 
am go to Abersethin she is ask about you. ‘And how 
iss Muster Hugh?’ she is saying, ‘and when will he 
be comin’ to see us?’ she do say. ‘His father and I 
wass playmates and friends, Captain Roberts,’ she do 
say, ‘and I am feeling a dip interest in his son!’ that 
is what she is saying uvvry time.’ 
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‘Very kind of her, but who is she at all, at all?” 
said Hugh. 

The captain looked decidedly hurt as he answered. 

‘*Who is Miss Anna Mary? Haven’t you heard of 
her, sir? Well indeed, now! She iss a vurry nice lady. 
And she is look so grand in church on Sunday; and 
there’s Iolo an’ Iola, oh anw’1! there’s plenty to 
welcome you.” 

‘“‘Tolo and Iola,”’ said Hugh, “‘who are they? They 
have curious names, anyhow.” 

“Iss, their names sound odd to you, sir? That’s 
because you arr stop so long with the Paddys. Well, 
indeed, perhaps they arr odd themselves too. They 
are two twins, sir, and the beautifullest and the best 
you uvver saw, sir, just azacly the same as angels!” 

‘““Well, I have never seen angels, captain,’ said 
Hugh, greatly amused at the old man’s enthusiasm. 
Here the captain was called away, and was soon 
shouting his orders to his two subordinates, but he 
returned to whisper behind his hand. 

‘Stop a bit till you see Iolo and Iola, sir.” 

The Swallow, with wind and tide in her favour, was 
making her way smoothly and rapidly over the channel, 
dipping her prow into the opal-tinted waters, now 
seeming to gather on their surface every lovely tint of 
pink and green and gold. The sun had just set and the 
moon had risen, and while the glowing west lent its 
crimson and gold, the moon tipped the ripples with 
silver, while an occasional streak of phosphorescent 
light added beauty to the scene. Hugh leant over the 
side of the vessel and gazed upon the gently swelling 
waves, wondering why he had never before taken 

advantage of the little ship’s continual voyages to 
_ Wales to revisit the scenes of his earliest recollections. 
Gradually the west lost its crimson and gold, and the 
moon rose higher and took her place as queen of the 
night, making a silver path across the sea, and Hugh 
began to think that it was time to try the couch which 
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had been rigged up for him on the deck under a little 
shelter of sails and canvas; and bidding the captain 
and his mate ‘‘good night” he stretched himself on 
his hard bed and was soon fast asleep, while the little 
ship still sailed over the glistening bay, leaving Ireland 
far behind, and hastening on towards old Cambria. 

Next morning the sun rose bright and clear, and 
while Hugh was still sleeping, Captain Roberts and 
the mate held a conversation in their own Welsh tongue, 
which seemed to interest them greatly. 

“I don’t agree with you,” said Siencyn Owen. ‘“‘I 
know Iolo and Iola better than you, living in Ynysoer, 
you see; I have known them since they were babies, 
and I tell you there’s no knowing at all whether they 
will take to Muster Hugh or not—they may just turn 
away from him, and then, where’s your warm Welsh 
welcome ?”’ 

‘Not they,” said the captain, ‘“‘ Muster Hugh is not 
the sort they turn away from—look at his clear eye, 
and open face; nothing bad behind that!” 

‘*No, no, I think the same, captain, but still I would 
not say anything about the twins. Remember that 
whippersnapper from London that came to Abersethin 
once to stop with the, vicar; when Iolo looked at him 
he seemed to shrink up, and if Iolo and Iola were one 
side of the shore, he would be pretty sure to go to the 
_ other side. He did not stay long at Abersethin’”’; and 
the two men laughed heartily. 


CHAPTER IV 
MORFA 


While the Swallow was ploughing her way through 
“the green waters towards the Welsh coast, let us take 
a peep at some of those on shore who were interested 
in her arrival, There was Miss Anna Mary Lloyd, who 
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had walked twice up to the vicarage that day to inquire 
if the little ship had arrived, so that, as evening drew 
on, she was glad to throw herself down on the old- 
fashioned sofa in the sunny parlour at Morfa. 

‘‘Not to sleep, certainly not, my dear, but just to 
rest-a. bit, lola.” 

Her niece did not answer, but casting a meaning 
look and smile at her brother Iolo, gently spread a 
shawl over her aunt, who in a very short time was 
sleeping soundly. Iola drew down the blinds, to keep 
out the flood of golden sunshine, and then in the 
softened light the brother and sister, linked arm-in- 
arm, walked quietly up and down the room. Sometimes 
the girl would lean her head upon her brother’s shoulder, 
when he would press her arm closer and look at her 
with a loving smile; and while they continued their 
quiet walk and Miss Anna Mary still sleeps, we will 
try to describe the old room and its occupants. It was 
the living-room of the old house, and the only one 
where real comfort was to be found, for Morfa had 
once been a grand baronial hall, with the usual long 
passages and large draughty rooms. Its owners had 
always been better known for their hospitality and 
charity than for their worldly wisdom, and as years 
passed on, most of their broad acres passed away too, 


until at last the estate had dwindled down to the size ~~ 


of a small farm. The old house still remained, and its 
inmates, Miss Anna Mary Lloyd and her nephew and 
niece, were the sole representatives of the old family. 
The former was very proud of her ancestry. 

“The Lloyds of Morfa were the real Welsh gentry, 
my dear, without a drop of English blood in their 
veins; not like the Lewises of Gwindale, or the Powells 
of Pentre, for all they hold their heads so high they 
are only half and halfs, my dear, with their grand 
fashionable ways and their smattering of Welsh! Ask 
the farmers and villagers; they’ll tell you who are the 
real Welsh gentry.” 
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These remarks were always addressed to Iola, who 
would listen with a smile and sometimes ask a question 
to prove her interest, but Iolo never accorded her even 
a show of interest, and when called to task for his want 
of appreciation, would stroke her hand and say: “‘ But, 
Aunt Mary, what does it matter?” 

As she lay now asleep on the sofa she did not show 
many signs of her high birth. A large white sun-bonnet 
was tilted half over her face, and her short petticoats 
revealed three or four inches of black stocking termina- 
ting in a pair of black cloth boots of country make, 
laced up the ankle. The skirt of her best dress had been 
taken off after her return from the vicarage, and sleep 
had overcome her before she had donned her everyday 
dress. Her face, with its regular and clear-cut features, 
still retained traces of the beauty which had distin- 
guished it in youth, and her complexion at sixty-five 
might still have excited the envy of many a girl. In 
the deep window-sills there were flowers blooming, 
on the hearth the old cat purred, and though it was 
summer there was a glowing culm fire in the grate, 
and a simmering kettle to complete the comfort of the 
scene. On a small oak table with clumsy legs, and 
covered with a dainty white cloth, was the tea-tray 
with its bright array of cups and saucers; the walls 
’ were whitewashed, without any attempt at ornament 
except the very doubtful one of a huge “‘‘sampler”’ 
framed and hung over the high carved mantelpiece— 
fortunately too high to show anything but its mellow 
tints. All the furniture was old and dark, and had 
gradually been selected from the other rooms, many 
of which had been shut up for years and were only 
opened for an occasional airing and dusting. Over all 
stretched the old rafters, much carved and reaching 
down low on the walls. A small square of carpet lay 
between the fireplace and tea-table, and another long 
strip of a warm red colour stretched the whole length 
of the room from window to quaintly-arched door. 
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Suddenly Miss Anna Mary sat up, and pushing back 
her sun-bonnet began hastily to put on her forgotten 
skirt. 

“Dear anw’l!”’ she said, with a flushed and dazed 
look, ‘‘have I been asleep? I suppose I must, for I 
dreamt I was riding on a camel through a desert. I 
can’t make it out.” 

**T expect, Aunt Mary, our walking up and down 
shook the room and made you dream of the camel. 
Let us have tea now, for Iolo and I are going to 
Ynysoer.’’* 

*“You want another cup and saucer, Aunt Mary,” 
said Iolo, speaking for the first time. ‘“‘Isn’t Nesta 
coming to tea?” 

“Not that I know of,’ said their aunt, busying 
herself with the tea-things. ‘‘I suppose you want me 
to believe, Iolo, that you know she is coming. Such 
stuff and nonsense! Will I never cure you and Iola, 
and make you like other children?” 

Iolo sighed, and pushing his chair back from the 
table answered slowly and without a shade of annoyance: 

“IT think she will come this evening ; she has not been 
once this week, and I want to see her, but I must go 
now, or the Rock Bridge will be covered; if she comes, 
ask her to wait till we come back, Aunt Mary’; and 
he got up and went out of the room, followed by Iola. 

“Well, indeed, indeed,” said Miss Anna Mary, 
raising her hands and eyes. ‘‘I never saw such children, 
off to Ynysoer now in the middle of tea, and Nesta 
coming and all. Ach a fi! No one knows what a trouble 
they are to me.” 

She placed an extra cup and saucer on the table and 
then, leaving her own tea unfinished, looked through 
the window for signs of her expected visitor: for 
though she laughed at, and scolded, Iolo, she seldom 
failed to act upon his suggestions and premonitions. 

Left to her care from their birth, her nephew and 


* The name of the island—the main venue of the story. 
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niece were as dear to her as if they had been her own 
children, but their peculiar and wayward natures were 
frequently a great trouble to her unimaginative and 
practical mind. Her widowed sister, dying when the 
twins were only a week old, had entrusted them to 
her with her last breath, and well had the trust been 
discharged. ei 

She discovered within half a mile of her own house a 
poor woman, who, strange to say, had just lost her own 
twin children, and Miss Anna Mary thankfully engaged 
her at once to bring up the orphans so suddenly thrown 
on her care. ‘‘Nanti Nell’ took the twins literally to 
her bosom, and seemed to have transferred to them the 
love which should have been lavished on her own 
children. She took them to the cottage home on a bare 
rock, jutting out from the land, just under the Morfa 
cliffs, and here they lived until they were twelve years 
of age, leading a life of perfect freedom and happiness 
amongst nature’s most beautiful scenes and sounds, 
and always accompanied by Nanti Nell’s own little 
boy Dai, who, being five years their senior, was looked 
up to by the children with admiration, while he 
devoted himself to his foster brother and sister with a 
tender love that grew with his years into an absolute 
devotion entirely reciprocated by the twins. Indeed, 
they identified themselves with the villagers so com- 
pletely that nothing annoyed them more than to be 
called by the distinctive “‘Miss’ and ‘‘Master”’, so 
that gradually this title was entirely dropped, and 
they were always known at Ynysoer as “‘Iolo” and 
“Tola”’. 
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CHAPTER: V 
IOLO AND IOLA 


Nesta Morgan did at last arrive, but not until the 
tea-things had been cleared away and the sun had 
sunk below the horizon. She was the granddaughter of 
Miss Anna Mary’s old friend, Mrs. Morgan, of Tygwyn, 
and a near neighbour, as distance is reckoned in the 
country, and although she was a few years older than 
Iolo and Iola, they were fast friends—indeed, their 
love for each other was peculiarly strong and real. 
The twins seemed to find in her something which filled 
a want in their own peculiar natures, and she, living 
the prosaic everyday life of a busy household, was 
drawn towards these two wayward though lovable 
beings with a love of no ordinary strength. She waited 
for some time, as Iolo had desired, but at last decided 
to go home, as her grandmother had not been as well 
as usual that day. As she was leaving the porch she 
looked down the valley before turning up the lane 
which led over the brow of the hill to Tygwyn, and as 
she gazed into the twilight she became conscious of 
two figures coming up the darkening lane. There 
was no mistaking them for anyone else—their lithe 
straight forms, their light clothing, and their silence, 
distinguished them at once from other people, and a 
sort of swaying or swinging in their gait,",which sug- 
gested the fluttering of a bird or butterfly, could not 
be mistaken. As they drew nearer, Nesta, under the 
shadow of the porch, watched them as ‘the rising moon 
shone upon their faces; and surely it never shone upon 
two more beautiful faces and forms. Nesta was fair 
and young, with nut-brown hair and cheeks that 
rivalled the roses in her own garden, but theirs was a 
beauty unlike that of ordinary mortals. They were 
both of the same height, the grace and lightness of 
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their form and carriage giving them the appearance of 
being tall, though they were really under, rather than 
over, the usual height of youth and maiden of sixteen 
years. Singularly alike in person, as twins generally 
are, their inner being seemed to be one soul and two 
bodies, and each one appeared to share every feeling 
or thought possessed by the other, as though some 
subtle influence spread from one to the other, imparting 
a common consciousness to both. They were generally 
silent as they walked together over hill and dale, Iolo 
drinking deep of the beauty of the surrounding scenery, 
and Iola, with her clear grey eyes often turned to his, 
occasionally dropping a word or two which always 
seemed to chime in with Iolo’s thoughts. If perchance 
she had wandered from the thread of his imaginings 
—though that very seldom happened—a word from 
him would lead her back, and she was soon in full 
accord with all his feclings and thoughts. In fact, 
the most perfect oneness existed between these two, 
in spite of the difference of sex. Perhaps this had 
rather helped their union than otherwise, as the slight 
difference in their characters only seemed to perfect 
their harmony. Iola deferred to Iolo whenever there 
was any diversity of opinion between them, not only 
because he was a man, but also because she, better 
than anyone else, knew that there was a peculiar 
depth in his character, which no earthly knowledge 
would outweigh. He never spoke hastily, and his 
judgements were always well considered, and lola 
looked up to him with respect and a love too deep for 
words to express. They always dressed in light gar- 
ments, Iola’s being of some light soft tweed, almost 
white, and Iolo’s of a thicker substance but almost 
as light, and though Jolo was dark and Iola fair they 
were strikingly alike. 

It was not likely that, in such a superstitious country 
as Wales, two beings so uncommon should exist without 
attracting attention. They were beloved by all who 
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were so fortunate as to know them, but they had also 
many enemies. They seemed to have an instinctive 
aversion to many people, an aversion which they 
never could be induced to overcome or reconsider. 
It was there—and they acted upon it without a thought 
of the consequences. As they approached Nesta, who 
had waited for them in the porch, Iola spoke first as 
she generally did. 

“Oh! Nesta, we are so sorry to be so late, but 
we could not come away from poor Peggi Bullet. 
Her dear little boy is ill and she is so unhappy. I 
made Iolo nurse him for a little while, and he was a 
little better when we left.” 

“J think he will die,” said Iolo. ‘“‘Poor Peggi!” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Nesta, “‘what will she do? 
What will we all do without little Will? I must 
go and see her to-morrow.” 

“Yes,” said Iolo, ‘‘do try and find time, though 
Mari Matti has just told us that she is going to you to 
quilt to-morrow.” 

“Yes, but never mind, I’ll go indeed. But what 
did you want to say to me, Iolo? Miss Anna Mary 
wanted me to wait till you came in.” 

“Yes,’? answered Iolo slowly, ‘‘it was about the 
Swallow. Don’t go near her, Nesta. I could not 
sleep last night for hours, but when I did I saw you 
flying over the sea, sometimes it was you with white 
wings, sometimes it was the Swallow with white sails 
tossing and flapping, but always the black cloud over 

ous” 

“The Swallow!’ said Nesta. ‘‘I am not likely to 
go near her, although indeed Siencyn Owen has long 
been wanting me to go and see the grand new figure- 
head; but now, Iolo, of course, I will keep away 
from her.” 

**Promise,”’ said Iolo. 

“Oh! As if I need promise! I wouldn’t for worlds 
go, after your dream.” 


> 
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While they were speaking two men came up the 
lane talking volubly in Welsh; one spoke angrily 
and loudly, the other answered with a pleasanter 
voice and gentler manner. 

“Do wir,” said one. ‘‘Na ddo,” vociferated the 
other, but as they came out into the moonlight and 
saw the three young people, both ceased speaking. 
Iolo walked down to the gate as they approached, and, 
speaking in Welsh, he addressed the loud speaker: 

** John, why do you not speak the truth?” he said. 
““You know that you are telling a lie.” 

““No indeed, sir,’ he answered, taking off his tattered 
a and standing bareheaded in the moonlight. “Dai 

idn’t——_” 

““Hush,’’ said Iolo in a stern voice, ‘‘ Dai never told 


The man mumbled a few words, but did not try 
to exculpate himself further, and, with a meek ‘“‘Nos 
da chi,’”’ hurried up the lane, leaving his companion 
standing by the gate. 

““Come in, Dai,” said Iola’s gentle voice from the 
porch ; “‘come in and have a glass of new beer and 
then go home with Nesta.” 

*‘T don’t want the beer, thank you,”’ said the young 
man, smiling. “‘I am strong enough to take care of 
Miss Nesta, I think.” And after mutual ‘“‘good 
nights” the young. people separated, Iolo and Iola 
disappearing under the dark porch, and Dai, the 
foster-brother, going up the hill with Nesta. 

In a short time afterwards Iola, from her bedrooom, 
_ heard him returning down the hill with heavy foot- 
steps, but evidently a light heart, for he sang as he 
went, in a full rich voice, an old Welsh melody. 
As the singer passed the house, the song ceased; for 
Dai, though his coat was old and threadbare, was a 
true gentleman at heart. 

“There is Dai going home,” called out Iolo from 
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his room to Iola, whose room was separated only 
from his by a narrow passage. 

*“Ves,’’ she answered. ‘‘ Who else could sing ‘Aderyn 
Pur’ so beautifully?” 


CHAPTER VI 
PENMYNYDD CHURCH 


On the next Sunday morning Miss Anna Mary 
started early for church, not entirely free from a little 
feminine curiosity as to what ‘‘the vicar’s nephew” 
would be like, remembering him as a boy, and having 
known his father well. As she came out of the house 
she was joined by Iolo and Iola, dressed in their usual 
light costume. 

““Well indeed! Mr. Gwythern is taking his time,” 
she said, as she caught sight of a gig, bearing two 
people, slowly crawling down the opposite hill before 
beginning the steep ascent to Morfa and Penmynydd 
church. 

““Mari, make haste,’ she called back in a shrill 
voice to a servant maid standing in the porch, ready 
dressed for church, in full Welsh costume, lingering 
a moment to admire “‘mistress’” in her best black 
silk and scarlet cloak. ‘‘Make haste to church, and 
tell Shon Clochydd to ring the bell, and to ring it 
pretty sharp too, mind.” 

‘The girl hurried away through the garden, and taking 
a short cut over the hill was soon at the church, and 
the cracked bell rang out vigorously in the clear 
morning air, the creaking of the rusty crank on which 
it was hung sounding almost as loudly as the bell. 
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The swaying gig which was now beginning the ascent, 
moved with a little spurt of speed, but the occupants 
of the carriage were so deep in conversation that 
Malen, the grey mare, soon had her own way again, 
zigzagging slowly up the hill, and snatching an occa- 
sional mouthful of the grass on the hedges. 


**There she is, Hugh,” the vicar said, and he pointed 
with his whip to Miss Anna Mary and her two com- 
panions, “‘and there are Iolo and Iola. Now you will 
see for yourself how the poor lady must be worried; 
she, such a staunch member of the Church which 
her family for generations have upheld and loved, 
to have two of the most irreverent, heretical creatures 
growing up in her household! Upholding everything 
that is sinful and lawless, and opposing all that is 
Christian and proper. ‘‘Pongme honour, Hugh,” said 
the good man, as he took off his hat to wipe his fore- 
head, ‘‘I consider it is a great trial to have them living 
in the parish; but there, not a word of blame before 
their aunt;” this in an undertone, as they suddenly 
came upon the three, standing at the parting of the 
road where it divided into two narrow lanes, still 
more rough and stony than that over which they had 
driven. 


Mr. Gwythern alighted and Hugh did the same. 
Malen and the gig were delivered into the keeping of 
John Bowen, Mr. Gwythern’s servant, who seemed to 
start from the ground just when he was wanted, having 
managed, by taking short cuts through the fields, 
to arrive just in the nick of time. Miss Anna Mary 
was very loud and warm in her greetings, but did 
not forget to chide the vicar gently, as she had done 
every Sunday for years. 

“Well, well!’? she said. ‘‘ You have arrived before 
twelve anyway! The sooner we go on, the better, 
I think, or Mr. Hugh will think we are not going to 
have any service at all!” 
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“‘Oh, come, come,” said the vicar, pulling out his 
watch. ‘‘We’re not so bad as that, Miss Lloyd; we’re 
only a quarter of an hour late.” 

Hugh stood uncomfortably waiting to be introduced 
to the two young people who had lagged a little behind. 

““These are my nephew and niece, Mr. Hugh,” 
said Miss Anna Mary; and Hugh thought her voice 
changed and there was a wistful pitying tone in it. 

As Hugh bowed, Iolo came slowly forward with 
serious observant eyes, but somewhat suddenly held 
out his hand, with a smile which seemed to give a 
peculiar sweetness to his face. Hugh grasped it 
warmly, and the next minute Iola’s hand was in his 
too, and he met a genial pleasant look out of the clear 
grey eyes, which seemed to make them friends at 
once. 

‘*We are so glad you have come,” she said. ‘‘Often 
we have wished you would. When the Swallow sailed 
in we always hoped you were on board.” 

‘‘Why?’’ said Hugh, smiling in his turn. 

**Well, you are a Welshman,” said Iolo, ‘“‘and you 
ought to know your own country; I wish you would 
stay now that you have come, but that is impossible.” 

“Yes, that is impossible,” answered Hugh; “‘but still, 
I hope to be here often, and to see much of you.” 

Mr. Gwythern meanwhile looked awkward, not to 
say cross. Hugh noticed that he had not attempted 
to shake hands with the twins, but had merely nodded 
and said: ‘‘Well, Miss Iola,’ leaving her brother 
quite unnoticed. Now he suddenly found it was time 
to enter the church. 

With a nod and a smile, Miss Anna Mary passed 
through the lych-gate, and Hugh was preparing tc 
let the twins pass in before him when they quietly 
turned down the lane which passed round the church- 
yard to the cliffs. Hugh followed his uncle up the 
path leading to the old porch with its iron-studdec 
door. Shén Clochydd had almost lost patience, as 


Where Billows Roll 33 


tanding in the porch and pulling the rope, he watched 
he vicar’s portly figure approaching. 

“Ts it late, Shdn‘‘ ? said Mr. Gwythern, in an audible 
hisper, as he entered the little square wooden box 
overed with green baize which served for a vestry. 
““Might be worse, sir,’ said Shon quite as audibly. 
With the exception of Miss Anna Mary and one 
r two old men and women, who preferred the coolriess 
f the church to the bright sunshine outside, the building 
as empty, the congregation being all seated on the 
ymbstones, or standing over the last filled graves, 
ilking, not too softly, of the various events in the 
ast lives of the occupants, or the different phases 
f their last illness. 

While Mr. Gwythern was donning his surplice inside 
1e green box, Hugh entered and was shown to the 
Vicarage pew” by one of the afore-mentioned old 
omen. He was much puzzled by the persistent way 
1 which the congregation seemed to cling to the 
itside of the church, and was beginning to wonder 
hether they would ever come in, when his uncle 
nerged from the box and walked briskly up the middle 
the church. The sound of his heels on the damp 
gstones was the signal for the congregation to begin 
eir leisurely entrance, each one going into strange 
mtortions of body in his endeavour to walk quietly 
to his seat. To Hugh, the scene was full of interest, 
calling dim impressions of his childhood’s days. 
1ere was the old blind woman, led in by another as 
d, though not quite as blind, as herself. Her head 
is enveloped in a loose yellow cotton handkerchief, 
sclosing a very full cap border each side of the face. 
high-crowned, broad-brimmed hat of the “‘witch”’ 
ape surmounted the bulgy headgear, all together 
ving the small frail owner, with her tightly-drawn 
arlet scarf and short skirts, a curiously top-heavy 
pearance. Next to her sat a tall handsome woman, 
ich looked up to by the whole parish, as being the 
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wearer of a bonnet, an old rusty black crape one, 
which had been given to her about twenty years before 
at the funeral of a relative, who had lived and died 
in Glamorganshire, and which was still worn as a 
memorial of her having been “‘away’’. Shdén Clochydd 
and John Bowen sat in the pew nearest to the pulpit, and 
were the only two men, except Hugh, who attempted 
to join in the responses, Shén always standing facing 
the congregation, with a huge pair of horn spectacles 
tilted on his nose, over which he glared at any children 
who might be in the church, fully believing that it 
was the power in his eye alone that kept them in order. 
Of these there were only a very few, as the dissenting 
chapels absorbed them all when they grew old enough 
to insist upon having their own way. 


CHAPTER VII 
NESTA 


When the sermon began, Hugh, as he turned to 
the pulpit, noticed for the first time that Miss Anna 
Mary was not alone in her pew. 

Sitting in the further corner was Nesta Morgan, 
who must have come in quietly while Hugh was examin- 
ing the old women. She had her back turned to him, 
so that he could not see her face, but there was some- 
thing pleasing to the eye in her light grey dress and 
wide-brimmed tuscan hat, with its white satin bows. 
As she sat very still there was no chance of seeing 
more, and, as Mr. Gwythern thumped the cushion 
and poured out his voluble Welsh sermon, Hugh’s 
thoughts returned to Iolo and Iola, and he wondered 
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more and more what his uncle could mean by his 
words of censure. ‘“‘Irreverent!”? “Sinful!” ‘‘Here- 
tical!’’ those two fair creatures, who seemed to him 
to be moulded out of finer clay than the rest of the 
world! True, he had only seen them for a few minutes, 
but the earnest eyes, the clear tones of voice, the 
gentle retiring manner, had drawn him towards them 
in an unusual way; he was not given to sudden friend- 
ships, but the twins had taken possession of his heart 
at once, and he determined to find out from his uncle 
what was the cause of the breach between them. It 
was characteristic of the impression made by Iolo and 
Iola upon some people, that Hugh at once ranged 
himself loyally on their side. ‘‘They are good and 
they are beautiful in character, I am sure,’’ he thought, 
with the hasty judgement of youth, and he was delighted 
when Mr. Gwythern gave his final thump to the faded 
red velvet cushion, and suddenly subsided into a sing-: 
song Benediction. Then came a hymn, given out 
and started by the vicar, two lines at a time, and 
drawled out piecemeal by the congregation. When 
at last it had drawn its weary length to a close, and 
the congregation (not more than thirty in number) 
had come out into the warm sunshine and perfumed 
air of summer, Hugh breathed a sigh of relief, and 
turned to wait for his uncle; and here he comes, with 
a kindly nod or a word for all those who had sat so 
patiently listening or sleeping through the service. 

‘“Well, Shan, and how are you? Eyes no better, 
I’m afraid. Good morning, MariGwen. Well, Shemi, 
come up to-morrow, I have heard all about that boat 
you want to buy,’’—and so on, and so on, as he passed 
the row of bobbing curtseys and tugged forelocks 
on each side of the path. 

Meanwhile Hugh had joined Miss Anna Mary, and 
had been introduced with much old-fashioned formality 
to Nesta, and was now chatting at the gate with them 
while they waited for the vicar. Nesta was always 


36 Where Billows Roll 


shy and rather silent with strangers, and to-day seemed 
more so than usual, to Miss Anna Mary’s annoyance, 
who wanted the whole party to come with her, and 
so get better acquainted; but Mr. Gwythern, having 
ordered his dinner before he left home, would not 
have dared so far to disappoint Martha, who had been 
his servant and housekeeper, and had ruled over him 
for years with a rod of iron. Between Miss Anna 
Mary and Martha there was a continual feud, and 
to-day she was sarcastic, not to say cruel, to the poor 
vicar, who nervously stumbled through his excuses. 

““Well, perhaps Martha will allow you to come and 
have tea with us on your way to evening service,” 
she said. 

“Oh, certainly, we will be sure and come, won’t 
we, Hugh?”’ And they were soon amicably discussing 
parish matters, for Mr. Gwythern seldom did anything 
without consulting his friend. Meanwhile, Hugh and 
Nesta were walking behind them, and Nesta was 
beginning to lose a little of her shyness. She was 
too natural and open, and too free from self-conscious- 
ness, for her shyness to last long, and as she answered 
Hugh’s question with a slight Welsh accent, though 
in perfectly good English, he was struck by her guileless 
and open manner, and the sweet tones of her voice. 
Long before they met John Bowen bringing the gig 
from the nearest farm to meet them, they were talking 
quite unconstrainedly, and as if they were old acquain- 
tances. 

‘““We soon get to know people here,” said Nesta, 
with a merry laugh. ‘‘We are only too glad to see a 
fresh face and to hear something of the rest of the 
world.” 

“Yes, you must be very dull here in the winter, 
I should think,” said Hugh. 

*““Dull! Oh, no indeed, we are too busy to be dull: 
there is the churning one day, and baking another, 
and then in spring there is the garden, and the singing 
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class, and above all there are Iolo and Iola and Ynysoer, 
oh, indeed, indeed, how could I be dull!’’ 

“You don’t look as if you were often dull, certainly,” 
said Hugh, seeing the varying colour and the light 
in the eyes. Hugh noted them all. 

‘Blue eyes, I see, not grey like the others, and a 
sweet wild rose colour; yes, she is very pretty,” was 
his decision, while she chatted on about all her simple 
country duties. 

“But,” said Hugh, “‘Iolo and Iola, who are they, 
and what are they? If I may ask such questions.” 

Nesta looked at him seriously as she answered: 
“Oh, I wonder whether you will like them, and whether 
they will like you. You will know at once if they 
don’t like you; they will turn away from you, and 
you will never know more of them.”’ 

‘“‘But I have met them,”’ said Hugh, “‘this morning, 
as we came to church, and they were very gracious 
and pleasant to me.’? He smiled afterwards, when 
he thought of his humble tone as he spoke of these 
two children, as he called them. 

He could not quite understand the fervour with 
which Nesta exclaimed: “I am so glad.” 

““My uncle does not seem to appreciate them as you 
do,” he said. 

‘“N-no,’’ she answered, “‘but that is so common. 
People either like them very much or dislike them; 
I cannot explain; you will see for yourself.” 

“But you like them?” 

“Like them? Yes; indeed I love them; I don’t 
know what life would be to me without them.” 

“Is there anything peculiar about them? I mean—”’ 
and Hugh hesitated—‘‘my uncle said something about 
their being irreverent, and I noticed they turned away 
as they came near the church.” 

“Yes, they are peculiar; I only wish that they 
were not—-I mean, I wish that we were all like them. 
[ can’t think how the vicar can call them irreverent ; 


38 Where Billows Roll 


certainly they never, or scarcely ever, go to church, 
but they are not irreverent. It is a horrid English 
word. Do you see that small island? It isn’t really 
an island, except at spring tides and in stormy weather ; 
that is Ynysoer, and it is there you will learn to know 
what Iolo and Iola are.” 

**T am much interested,’ said Hugh. ‘‘How can I 
get there? I should be so thankful if you could make 
me better acquainted with them and with Ynysoer.” 

**T always go there with them on Sunday afternoons. 
Would you like to come with us to-day? If so, you 
must leave the vicarage at half-past two; you will 
then be at Morfa by three o’clock, and we can all go 
together. I should be glad for you to see the Bullets, 
too.” 

‘‘Ah! The Bullets,” said Hugh. “I suppose that 
is the ridge of rocks that runs through the length of 
the island like a backbone?” 

Nesta laughed merrily again. 

““Oh, no,” she said, ‘‘the Bullets are a kind of tribe 
or large family. Don’t ask any questions about them; 
you will hear no good of them from anyone but from 
me and Iolo and Iola. But they are good people, and 
I love them all. But, oh dear, anw’l, I have been 
talking enough to make you tired of this subject,” 
and she blushed in pretty confusion. 


CHAPTER VIII 
THE BULLETS 


When Hugh and Nesta came up with Mr. Gwythern 
and Miss Anna Mary, they found them both looking 
up the lane. John Bowen, who was holding the horse’s 
head, was also looking up the lane, down which a 
tumbling and jingling announced the approach of 
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some vehicle, and at this moment there appeared a 
donkey-cart of the most dilapidated kind, the harness 
mended with ropes, indeed almost made of ropes, 
and drawn by a donkey—looking sleek and well-fed 
in comparison with its owner, a woman who walked 
beside it. A tall young man of a somewhat gipsy 
appearance led it carefully down the lane. The vicar’s 
wrath was kindled not a little as he saw this desecration 
of the Sabbath, and his voice was neither gentle nor 
patient as he addressed the offending couple, Miss 
Anna Mary emphasizing his words by nods and ejacula- 
tions. 

“What is the meaning of this?’ said the vicar, 
in Welsh, to the frightened-looking woman who made 
a bob-curtsey which took in all ‘“‘the gentriss”’ at once. 
*““How dare you, Bet Bullet, in my parish, so far 
desecrate this holy day as to ply your trade on Sunday, 
and disturb quiet respectable people on their way 
from church, where you ought to have been yourself? 
And you, Dai,” he added, turning to the young man, 
‘**T am not surprised, but I am indignant. You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself.” 

**Ach a fi!’? said Miss Anna Mary. “I am shocked 
at you, Dai.” 

Dai drew himself up, and a flash of anger swept 
over his handsome dark face, as he answered gently 
but very firmly: ‘‘Will you let me explain, sir?” 

“Explain!” said the vicar. ‘‘Do I not see you with 
my own eyes, going about the roads on a Sunday 
morning with a donkey-cart, when you ought to be 
in a place of worship?” 

“And indeed, sir, it’s there I would like to be, 
with Iolo and Iola on the beach.’? He spoke in a 
perfectly respectful tone, but showed no fear as the 
poor woman had done. His face and figure were of 
nature’s finest moulding, and of a beauty that not 
even his shabby velveteen clothes with their frayed 
edges could hide. His deep and lustrous black eyes 
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had a mournful look when in repose, but brightened 
up with a sparkling light when he smiled and showed 
his faultless teeth. Round his bare bronzed neck a 
handkerchief of brilliant scarlet and yellow was tied 
loosely, and a broad-brimmed rush hat, pushed back 
from his forehead, completed his costume, which, 
though poor, was scrupulously neat and clean. His 
companion, standing behind the cart, continued to 
make bob-curtseys and to murmur abject apologies 
to the vicar, who was always an object of dread to 
the dwellers on Ynysoer. To-day he had a real grievance 
and was duly wrathful. 

Dai had filled up the sum of his misdeeds by men- 
tioning Iolo and Iola in connection with the Sunday 
services, aS it was a bitter annoyance to the vicar 
that the Bullets never came to his church, except 
on the occasion of a funeral, a wedding, or a christening. 

““On the beach, indeed!’ said Mr. Gwythern. ‘Is 
that a proper place for a Sunday morning? But 
there, I am not going to waste more time over you. 
A bad lot, all of you. But what have you got in 
your cart? Game, I’ll be bound! Ah! I’ve caught 
you now, Dai, and the justices will deal with you as 
you deserve.” 

Nesta drew nearer Dai, and laying her hand gently 
on his arm said: “Go on, Dai bach, don’t stay longer, 
why did you come over on Sunday?” 

Dai took off his rush hat, and held it while he spoke 
to her. “Miss Nesta, indeed you won’t be angry 
when you know, but I don’t like to grieve you.” 

Meanwhile the vicar had begun to lift a cloth, which 
had been spread over the contents of the cart, by 
placing the point of his gold-headed cane under it: 
but both the woman and Dai rushed to him, and Dai 
laying hold of the cane, quietly pushed it aside. 

““T will take it off myself, sir,” he said, and his 
long brown fingers gently pulled off the cloth, and 
disclosed to view Peggi’s little boy. 
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“Good Lord!’ ejaculated the vicar, drawing back 
hastily, while Miss Anna Mary and Nesta and Hugh 
all came round to the back of the cart to look. 

“Oh! Dai, Dai!” said Nesta, the tears welling 

up into her eyes. ‘‘What is the meaning of this? 
My sweet pet dead! How lovely he looks.” - 
' Dai dropped his arms beside him, and gazed sadly 
at the little waxen face, while Bet wiped her eyes 
with the corner of her apron. They had covered the 
bottom of the cart with grass hastily dragged from 
the hedge side, and laid the dead child gently on it, 
the still fresh harebells touching the white cheek on 
which Peggi and Iola and Nesta had imprinted so 
many kisses. His golden hair looked like a halo 
round the angel face; the pretty blue frock, which 
Nesta had made for him, had been smoothed down, 
and the little waxen hands lay quietly on its folds; 
his tiny feet lay on a cushion of moon daisies, which 
Dai had gathered as he came along the lgnes. 

‘Poor little thing!”” said Miss Anna Mary, as Dai 
gently replaced the cloth. ‘“‘Is this the little boy you 
and Iola have been making such a fuss about, Nesta?” 

“Yes,” said Nesta sorrowfully. ‘Tell us all about 
6s) Dai.”’ 

But Bet considered it was her turn to speak, and 
thinking the occasion was worthy of the effort, she 
poured forth her little story of domestic tragedy in 
English, although the conversation had hitherto been 
carried on in- Welsh. 
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CHAPTER IX 
BET BULLET’S STORY 


“Last night it wass, indeed, if you arr pliss, mum, 
I wass in bed, but cannot slip, becos the moon she 
wass light so bright through my window, and the wind 
iss make a great noice in-Ynysoer, and so if you pliss, 
mum, at last, here I am get up and go to the window, 
and I see a candle in Peggi’s window. Here I am out 
then, and never mind the wind from the sea, and when 
I am go in to poor Peggi’s house what am I see? but 
the little boy in a fit of convulsions, and Peggi wass 
crying and calling out: ‘Oh! my boy bach! What 
will I do?’ Iss indeed, mum, it wass pity for her!”’ 
and she stopped to draw breath and to drop a Sorbet 
to the listeners. 

““T wass sit with Peggi all the night, mum, till Dai 
come back. He wass go to fetch Dr. Griffiths, but he 
would not come, and oh! poor Peggi and me wass 
broke our hearts and all night we wass try our best, 
but worse and worse wass the baby got. Dr. Griffiths 
did say to Dai, to come with the little boy to him if 
he like, so soon as the sun wass rise up, we arr cover 
him up warm, warm, and I am go to fetch my little 
donkey-cart and Dai and me iss take him safe up to 
the doctor; but he wass go to Mrs. Powell of Pentre, 
and we wass wait in the barn for the doctor to come 
home, and the little boy wass have another fit con- 
vulsions. Oh! poor Peggi, mum! it wass good thing 
she iss not there, I wass jist faint and Dai wass take 
him in his arms, and he wass jist stretch his little 
feet and hands out, and he wass die in a minit.”’ 

“And no wonder!” said Miss Anna Mary. ‘‘ Who 
but one of the Bullets would have sent a sick child 
out in the cold morning air?’’. 
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““And to whom but the Bullets would Dr. Griffiths 
have sent such a message?” said Nesta, indignantly. 

Bet looked crestfallen; she had been under the 
impression that for once in her life she had been acting 
in the recognized methods of the world outside Ynysoer. 
Mr. Gwythern had got into his gig and was uncere- 
moniously nodding good-bye to the two ladies, while 
waiting for Hugh to take his seat beside him. Nesta 
held out her hand, looking sad and pale, “‘Good-bye, 
Mr. Gwythern; I think perhaps another day will be 
better for you to go to Ynysoer.”’ 
* “Oh, yes,’ said Hugh. “‘I would not for the world 
intrude at this time. I am so sorry for the poor 
mother.” 

“Yes, thank you; I will tell her ”” and here the 
party separated, Dai once more leading the donke 
quietly and gently along the lanes, while Bet followed 
meekly behind. 

In a few minutes, as Hugh and his uncle were slowly 
driving up the hill to the vicarage, Dai came up 
panting: ‘‘If you please, sir, what day can you bury 
the little boy?” 

Mr. Gwythern hesitated. 

“You will bury him, sir, won’t you? Poor Peggi 
will break her heart.” 

“Oh, bury him!”’ said the vicar. “Yes, of course; 
bury you all, if you like.” 

“Thank you, sir,”’ said Dai, not seeing the joke. 

“Let me see. To-morrow is the meet at Hendy, 
Wednesday is the fair at Caermadoc, and I must go 
there to buy a horse. Oh! I daresay I can manage it 
on the same day.” 

Dai thanked him and turned back. As he reached 
Bet waiting in the lane, they were met by a little 
group of country people, already going to their after- 
noon service at Beulah Chapel. They had attended 
the morning service at nine, and had returned to their 
cottages for their twelve o’clock dinner, and were now 
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leisurely walking back the two or three miles which 
separated their homes from their much-loved place of 
worship, and as the service did not begin till two 
o’clock, they were not sorry to meet with a legitimate 
cause for delay. 

‘“*Art not ashamed of thyself, Dai,’’ said one of the 
men, while the women joined in a chorus of “‘ Achafi.’’* 
The first speaker was the man whom Iolo had reproved 
the evening before, as he had argued with Dai in the 
moonlit lane, and he bore him a grudge in consequence. 
He was dressed in good clothes of homespun cloth, his 
shoes had been well polished, and his slouched felt 
hat was worn straight on the top of his head—all 
signs that it was Sunday, and that John had been to 
chapel. He felt it incumbent on him to be spokesman 
for his party, and moreover to speak severely to these 
sabbath-breakers. 

Bet was not quite so meek as she had been in the 
vicar’s presence, and feeling rather a pleasurable 
importance as being owner of the donkey-cart, even 
though it had been the cause of reproof, answered for 
Dai, who seemed inclined to pass on, without taking 
any notice of John Penlan’s remark. 

“Hist, hist,’ she said in a low voice; ‘‘don’t blame 
the lad, he has been only doing his duty. See what he 
has in the cart, poor Peggi’s little boy, and she with 
heart broken already for the loss of her husband.” 

“The child? a dead body in the cart? Stop, Dai 
bach, and let us see!’’ and the whole party gathered 
round, and lifting the white covering, looked with 
eager Curiosity at the little waxen figure, while Bet 
once more told her story. 

The women were awed into silence, exclaiming of 
the little one: “Oh! druan bach”; but John said 
solemnly: 

“Died like a heathen, I suppose; and never 
christened, Bet ?”’ 


* An expression of disgust. 
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*“No indeed, truth,” said Bet. ‘Iolo and Iola said 
there was no hurry. We did not think he was going 
to be taken so soon.” 

*“And where do you think he is now?” said John, 
wagging his head. “‘Tell me that, Bet Bullet!” 

Bet began to wipe her eyes again. 

“Tell me that, Dai,” said John. 

“I don’t know indeed, John,” said Dai, ‘‘but the 
good God who made him has him safe somewhere I 
am sure,” and he gently led the donkey on again, 
leaving the group of peasants looking after him with 
reproach and sorrow. 

“What can you expect from a Bullet, John?” said 
Sarah of the Mill. 

**No,”’ said John;- ‘‘we expect nothing better from 
them, but then, you see, others treat them as if they 
were as good as we are. There’s Miss Nesta Morgan 
spends half her time with them, and Iolo and Iola 
illing their houses with presents, and dressing their 
hildren, and nursing them, and pampering them. 
Ach a fi! and they such heathens all the time.” 

**Well, they say we shall get rid of the whole lot of 
hem before long. They say Mr. Powell, Pentre, and 
Mir. William Owen, are determined to clear ‘the 
sland’ of them soon.” 

“How did they begin to live on ‘the island’?” 
aid a young woman who had lately married, and come 
o the neighbourhood to live. “‘I have often wondered 
iow they got so separated from the rest of us.’ 

“The rest of us, indeed,” snorted John. ‘Don’t 
ame us with them. They don’t belong to anyone but 
hemselves, and until Miss Lloyd of Morfa sent the 
wins to be nursed by Nanti Nell, Dai’s mother, they 
yere always looked upon as wild cats, to be avoided 

“every one.’ 

What have they done?” persisted the woman. 
They seem quiet and peaceable people to me, only 


ery poor. 
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“Oh! Mari fach,”’ said Sarah of the Mill, “you 
don’t know them. Well, you see now how they break 
the sabbath, and then, see what thieves they are! 
Scarcely a week passes but somebody loses his fowls, 
and even their horses sometimes, and worse than that,” 
and here her voice fell into a whisper, “‘they are con- 
jurers! Why, there’s old Malen! if ever there was a 
witch, she is one! Don’t you ever refuse her anything, 
Mari fach, if she comes to beg at your door. If she asks 
for your best new teapot, give it her, that’s my advice 
to you, or you’ll suffer in some way as sure as you’re 
a living woman.” 

“Oh! anw’l,”’ said Mari, ‘‘I never knew that! 
Indeed then, I hope they’ll keep to their island.” 

“Yes,” said John, as they approached the chapel, 
“or better still, be all driven out of the country,” and 
as he entered the door he took off his hat, and walked 
slowly and gingerly to his seat, trying to do so without 
making too much noise with his nailed shoes on the 
stone floors. When he reached a bench in the middle 
of the chapel, he sat down very gently, taking care 
not to sit on his coat tails, placed his hat under the 
seat, drew his hand straight down from the crown of 
his head to his forehead, to make sure there was nothing 
so worldly as a “‘parting”’ in his hair, and then, having 
delivered himself of sundry remarks and ejaculations, 
such as “Well, well! H’m, H’m! Ho, Ho!” he 
settled himself down with a self-satisfied air, to blink 
up at the preacher, encouraging him frequently with 
a fervent ‘“‘Amen”’ or “Ie, ie!’’* 


* Yes! Yes! 
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CHAPTER X 
HUGH AND HIS UNCLE 


Hugh accompanied his uncle to the otter hunt the 
next day, and was astonished at his strength and agility. 
Wherever the young and active went, over rocks and 
stones, fording the river here, leaping there over a 
rushing gorge, Mr. Gwythern was ready to follow; and 
when the otter had been caught, and they were riding 
homewards in the evening, he was as little fatigued as 
Hugh, and quite interested in a fishing expedition 
which they were contemplating. On the brow of the 
hill overlooking Abersethin, they were overtaken by 
one of the neighbouring country squires. 

“Well, Gwythern, a splendid scramble over those 
rocks, wasn’t it? By Jove! you put us all on our 
mettle clearing that gorge as you did! You had to 
follow, you know, hadn’t you, eh? Your nephew, I 
think you said, Gwythern, eh? Not Paul Gwythern’s 
son surely, eh? dear me! dear me! how time slips by! 
—-Well I remember him, too, out otter-hunting and 
fox-hunting. Dead? is he, indeed? Well, it’s the 
way we must all go! Ah, well! If you come near 
Pentre, mind to drop in; we shall be very glad to see 
you. Here’s my road, so good-bye. You'll be at the 
meeting on Friday, Gwythern, eh? Important case, 
you know, one of the Bullets, as usual, poaching, the 
rascal! Time to make an example, eh? Mean to do 
something this time.” 

“Delighted to hear it! Yes, I’ll be there,”’ the vicar 
shouted back, and as they proceeded down the hill, 
Hugh pondered much upon this ever recurring name of 
*Bullet’’. 

“Bullets! the name seems ever cropping up,” he 
said. ‘‘How came they by that name, uncle?”’ 

“Oh! it’s an old story, Hugh, and I don’t know it 
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quite; but, anyway, there was a man once, somewhere 
in this neighbourhood, who enlisted as a soldier, and 
fighting in some battle, he was wounded in the thigh; 
and, though the man recovered, the surgeons failed to 
extract the bullet. He was discharged on leaving the 
hospital, and returned here with the bullet still in his 
body, and there it remained till his dying day. I 
know nothing more about him, it happened more than 
a hundred years ago; but I have no doubt he was a 
rascal. Anyway he was known as Robin Bullet all 
his life, and his descendants have been called by the 
same name ever since. There’s a regular tribe of them 
as I told you before, and they used to be scattered 
about the country, but popular feeling was too much 
against them, and they have gradually drifted, or been 
driven, on to that island; and if they would only stop 
there, it would not be so bad, but they will prowl 
about and beg and poach. Poachers! they’re all 
poachers, Hugh; but I do believe if one of them is 
brought before the justices again, they’ll make an 
example of him, and quite right too. I’ll do my best 
to rid the country of them. Now there’s ‘emigration’ 
that they talk so much about; why can’t we ship 
them all off to America and have done with them? I 
must speak to Powell about it at the meeting,’’ he 
said, as he rode into the yard. “Come along, Hugh! 
Make haste, my boy, Martha has got something nice 
for us. I can smell that. Here, John Bowen, take the 
horses, and mind you give them a good rub down.” 

‘*‘Iss, sir; catch the otter, sir?” 

“Yes, yes, John, in that deep pool under Pengelly 
woods.” 

After supper the vicar took from the mantelpiece a 
long clay pipe, and invited Hugh to do the same; but 
Hugh was no smoker, and in this peculiarity lay his 
greatest fault in the eyes of his uncle, for it was arare 
thing in those days to meet with a young man who 
did not smoke and drink more than was good for him. 
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Mr. Gwythern himself, though “‘no one had ever 
seen him drunk’’, yet seldom went to bed with as clear 
a head as he ought to have had, and Hugh, walking 
behind him up the narrow old-fashioned stairs, was 
quite conscious of a little unsteadiness in his gait, as 
he stopped on the landing to wish his nephew good 
night. 

“Good night, my boy! and to-morrow—let me see 
—where’s the meet to-morrow, Hugh ?” 

“Well, I think the meet is in the churchyard, to- 
morrow, sir, the little boy’s funeral you know,” said 
Hugh, with a smile. 

“Oh! Ah! Yes to be sure, Hugh, to be sure. Bother 
those Bullets. Nos dawch!”’ 


CHAPTER XI 
THE FUNERAL 


The sun shone brightly on the hillocks and bare 
rocks called Ynysoer, and the waves broke gently on 
the low flat shore, where they sometimes dashed so 
furiously. To-day they seemed to lisp and whisper a 
message of love and tenderness, as they lapped the 
shingle over which Iolo and Iola were walking. Though 
called an island, this curious piece of land was not 
so in reality, being joined at low water to the main- 
land by a narrow ledge of rocks above forty feet 
wide, which, being tolerably flat, might with a little 
trouble have been made into a good road; but its 
natural inequalities had never been interfered with, 
and as it was under water for some hours in the day, 
and in stormy weather was a perfect racecourse for the 
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‘wild waves, no improvement would have been of much 
use. 

This state of things was quite agreeable to the 
natives of Abersethin, as it compelled the inhabitants 
of the island to keep in their own quarters a good deal 
more than if they lived on the mainland, and although 
their rock-bound home was only separated by a few 
hundred yards from the cliffs, the Rock Bridge, as the 
connecting ledge of rock was called, was seldom trodden 
by any of those living on the mainland, and the little 
scrap of sandy hillocks and rocks was left entirely to 
its few inhabitants. They lived and died there, almost 
as much isolated from the rest of the world as Robinson 
Crusoe on his desert island. A few of the most venture- 
some came across sometimes, when pressed by hunger, 
or when the clergyman or doctor had to be fetched, 
and two or three of the younger men had lately timidly 
offered themselves as sailors in the many little ships 
trading between the small ports on the coast, but they 
‘were generally looked upon with suspicion and roughly 
repulsed. However, a wonderful wave of courage had 
lately swept over Ynysoer, and the lads, so rudel 
refused work at home, had tramped down to Milford, 
where they had got work, and were now the pride and 
boast of their friends on the island. What subtle 
influence had been at work to give these ignorant lads 
courage to move from their old camping ground, it 
would be difficult to say. Perhaps it was the brilliant 
career of old Siencyn Owen, who had actually been an 
islander like themselves! and see him now! the mate 
of the Swallow, and almost as good as Captain Roberts 
himself. Perhaps it was the continual intercourse with | 
Iolo and Iola which had wakened hopes and thoughts | 
of wider interest than had hitherto influenced their | 
dreary lives. Certainly these two gentle beings brought 
the brightness and comfort of love to their desolate 
‘wind-swept homes, a love that was returned with 
devoted adoration. They were to these poor buffeted, | 
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down-trodden people like creatures of another world, 
who, though they could not keep death away, yet 
lightened the path to it, and helped them in every 
other event of their lives. The people earned a scanty 
livelihood by fishing and lobster-catching, walking 
many miles to dispose of their fish. 

To-day as the twins picked their way over the Rock 
Bridge, there were anxious eyes watching them as 
usual, and had one of them made a false step, or slipped 
over some of the pools and boulders, a dozen eager 
hands would have been ready to help them, but they 
were too well acquainted with the rough road to need 
help on this lovely day, and were soon on the long 
beach which ran the whole length of the island. Along 
the centre from east to west, stretched a high ridge of 
rocks, under the shelter of which on the side facing 
the south, the little group of cottages was built—the 
north side was too much exposed to the strong sea 
wind sweeping down the channel, but under the lee of 
the rocks on the south side, there was a shelter from 
the storms. Not a single cottage had been built in a 
line with another. They were perched in the corners 
and clefts of the rocks, and looked at a little distance 
like the nests of the sea birds which careered in flocks 
around them. Each cottage had a little sloping garden 
before it, and the favourable aspect, together with the 
care and trouble expended on them, well repaid the 
owners by producing potatoes and cabbages, and the 
much-loved leek, in abundance. A small group of 
children waited on the beach for the twins, their little 
faces looking more wistful and serious than usual, and 
when Iolo greeted them with smiles and Iola with 
kisses, they soon began to chatter volubly in their own 
Welsh tongue, for very few of the Bullets could speak 
English. 

**Pegei is waiting sore for you,’’ said one, pushing a 
wet and sandy little hand into lola’s, ‘and they have shut 
the coffin on little Will and she is crying very much.” 
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“Where is Will?’ said another, with the tears 
welling up as he spoke. ‘“‘Mother says Iolo knows.” 

“‘Speak to them, Iolo,”’ said Iola, as the child looked 
wistfully up and asked, ‘‘Has he got pretty shells and 
seaweeds to play with?” 

Iolo’s voice took a peculiarly sweet tone as he 
answered : 

“Yes, dear child, only more beautiful than these. I 
will tell you more about it another day, only go now 
and play quietly. He is quite happy, and when you 
go you will be happy too, if you are a good boy—and 
you are a good boy! We are not going to have any 
naughty children at Ynysoer, are we?”’ 

**No, not one,’’ said the children, and they ran back 
to their shells and pebbles, soon forgetting their sorrow 
in the never-ending charms of the beach. Not so, 
poor Peggi! Iolo and Iola found her stretched on her 
bed in utter prostration of grief, several of her neigh- 
bours around her. The little coffin stood by the window 
on two chairs, its yellow wood and bright silver plate 
glistening in the noon-day sun, its brightness con- 
trasting strangely with the dinginess and age of the 
cottage and its furniture. 

“Oh! here they are, Peggi fach!’’ said Nanti Nell. 
“Now you will listen, now you will believe. Tell her, 
Iolo bach, tell her.’’ 

Iolo took the sorrowing woman’s hands in his own 
and said: 

““Peggi does not want telling, she and I have talked 
so often of these things. Come with Iola and me, 
Peggi.”’ 

The woman ceased her moaning and sat up; she 
returned Iola’s kiss with a warm embrace, and with 
Nanti Nell’s help was shortly dressed and sitting 
between Iolo and Iola, while the little cottage soon 
filled to overflowing; not only the islanders, but all 
the inhabitants of Abersethin and the surrounding 
neighbourhood within an area of two miles. In addition 
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to the usual interest of a “‘funeral’’, they were attracted 
by curiosity, as Ynysoer and its occupants were looked 
upon as “‘terra incognita”? by the rest of the country. 

The people crowded into the cottage and overflowed 
into the garden and the rough road which separated it 
from the sandy beach, examining everything with 
eager eyes, and making disparaging remarks in very 
audible tones. They waited for some time for Mr. 
Gwythern, but he did not arrive. Nesta came late, 
and had only time to press Peggi’s hand. After an 
awkward pause, a pale dark man, with an earnest 
thoughtful face, the minister of the Independent 
chapel, and generally known as “Harris Beulah”’, 
made his way through the closely packed throng, and 
addressing Iolo said: 

**Would you like me to read and pray before we go, 
sir?” 

“Thank you, yes,”’ said Iolo, handing him a Bible, 
which Harris placed on the little coffin and read from. 
He chose the hundred and third Psalm, and the beautiful 
and solemn words, read in the expressive Welsh lan- 
guage, spoke comfort to the mourner, and hope and 
peace to all, for Harris Beulah was one of those rare 
beings, a good reader. He seemed to feel every word 
as he read, and Iole was impressed by his earnest 
manner and rapt countenance, as he knelt down by the 
little coffin and prayed for the bereaved mother. The 
assembled crowd listened fervently and quietly, the 
windows being opened so that those gathered outside 
might hear also; and the prayer over, and the coffin 
carried out, they followed for a few yeards in decent 
order, Peggi walking next to the coffin, with Iolo and 
Jola beside her. When they reached the Rock Bridge, 
there was no further attempt at order, but a rather 
undignified and irregular hurrying, and before it reached 
the churchyard at Penmynydd the procession had fallen 
to pieces, and little straggling groups talked audibly 
about their own affairs long after the service at the 
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graveside had commenced. They listened to the 
beautiful words of the funeral service without much 
show of feeling, but when Mr, Gwythern gave out the 
words of a familiar Welsh hymn, they were evidently 
sung with deep feeling, and as the wailing, dirge-like 
notes rose and fell on the ear, the music touched the 
warm Welsh hearts as neither prayers nor psalm had 
done, and poor Peggi’s sobs were accompanied by many 
a sympathizing tear amongst the crowd. 


CHAPTER XII 
THE BLUE ROOM 


The same evening Iolo and Iola sat at tea in the old 
parlour at Morfa with Miss Anna Mary, who had also 
been to the funeral, and had stood at the grave-side 
till the last notes of the hymn had died away. She felt 
sincerely for Peggi, who in a few months had lost 
husband and child—that is, as sincerely as she could 
feel for a Bullet. Had it been a poor woman living on 
the mainland, she would have been a frequent and 
comforting visitor to her in her time of sorrow, but 
there was a slight hardness and coldness in her voice 
as she questioned her nephew and niece. 

‘““Did Mr. Gwythern go to the house, Iola ?”’ 

“No, Aunt Mary.” 

“Oh! that nasty Rock Bridge, I daresay, would 
frighten him away, as it did me to-day. It was rather 
heathenish, though, to earry the coffin without a 
word,’’ she said. 

‘Harris Beulah read and prayed,” said Iolo. “I 
wish—oh! I wish there were more men like him! I 
should like to see more of him, Aunt Mary. Couldn’t 
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we ask him up to tea some evening? He has a beautiful 
voice too, for reading and singing.” 

Miss Anna Mary sniffed disapprovingly, but as usual 
acceded to Iolo’s request. 

*“Yes, why not?’’ she said, ‘‘though I wonder at 
your taking such a liking to a ‘preacher’. And you 
can’t bear Mr. Gwythern, though he was your father’s 
old friend! But there—I know it’s no use trying to 
reason with you about your likes and dislikes, so have 
Harris up here when you like.” 

There was a grave sad look in Iolo’s grey eyes as he 
answered: ‘“‘I wish I could like Mr. Gwythern, but 
seeing him as I do, Aunt Mary, I can’t like him. He 
is not good, as he ought to be, if he stands up to teach 
others.’ 

“Good indeed, ach a fi! Are we, any of us, so perfect, 
that we must dislike and shrink from everyone who 
does not come up to our ideas of excellence ?”’ 

*““N—no,”’ said Iolo; ‘‘but I cannot like him.” 

“Well, well, go along with you, both. I see you are 
off to Ynysoer again. You look very pale, Iolo. What’s 
the matter?” 

“We are going to the Blue Room, Aunt Mary,” 
said Iola, speaking for the first time. 

“The Blue Room!”’ said their aunt with a start. “I 
hope, folo, you are not going to have another of your 
fits’—but he had already gone and did not hear her. 

Iola stopped a moment to say: ‘Don’t call them 
fits, dear Aunt Mary ; there is nothing the matter 
with Iolo. I think he is going into one of his trances; 
it has been coming on for days, but you need not fear ; 
if anything goes wrong with him I will call you.’ 

‘““Well! well!’’ was all Miss Anna Mary could say, 
as she looked helplessly after Iola’s vanishing figure. 
“Tt is the Lord’s will, I suppose, but how two such 
odd creatures as these have appeared in our family, 
I can’t imagine. Such a sensible family! Plenty of 
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common sense, and no nonsense, well! well! 
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Meanwhile the twins had followed the old dark 
passage which led to the Blue Room, where two people 
were already waiting for them. Peggi Bullet sat on 
an old-fashioned ottoman by the window, where the 
light of the glowing west came in, mingled with the 
rays of the moon. Her face was pale and sorrowful, 
but her tears no longer flowed, and there was an eager 
questioning look in her eyes as she fixed them on Iolo. 
Dai Bullet was there too, and as the brother and sister 
entered, he helped Iola to arrange a sofa for Iolo and 
herself, and then drew a footstool forward for himself 
and sat at their feet. 

‘*Shall we wait for Miss Nesta?’’ he said, 

“No,” said Iolo. “Iola, sing.” 

And she sang, Iolo joining, one of those Old Welsh 
hymns which lay hold of our hearts and bear them 
whither they will; now suggesting in their wailing 
tones depths of sadness and longing that words are 
powerless to express, and now carrying us away on 
wings of harmony to heights of hope and joy—lolo 
and Iola had voices of exquisite sweetness and perfection 
of tone, and they sang in harmony without effort, as 
the Welsh generally do. Dai gazed and listened in 
silent delight, though he also was possessed of a voice 
of great power and beauty. His eyes were fixed upon 
Iola with something akin to adoration, and as her 
slight figure swayed with the entrancing tones, his 
very soul seemed to answer to the call of the music, 
and to soar upwards with Iola to realms of bliss. 
From childhood upwards she had been to him the 
embodiment of all that was holy and pure and beautiful, 
and had it been possible that by laying down his life 
he would in any way have benefited her, he would have 
made the sacrifice without a regret. His very being 
was bound up with her, and when in her presence he 
never thought of his poverty or his miserable life on 
Ynysoer. What did it matter that his coa was shabby 
and frayed? What did it matter that he was but a 
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poor ‘‘islander’’, earning a bare subsistence by searching 
the shores and bays for crabs and lobsters? What did 
anything outward matter, so long as he could sit thus 
at her feet, and their two souls could float away 
together on the same heavenly chords? F 

On Peggi the music had a different effect, the large 
tears coursed slowly down her cheek, and yet she did 
not weep; she only clasped her hands and sometimes 
turned her eyes from Iolo’s rapt face to the golden 
moon which looked down upon her. The two singers 
-were too much absorbed in their music to notice Nesta 
Morgan, as she quietly came in at the open French 
window and sat down near Peggi, giving her hand a 
sympathizing pressure. They were all evidently 
accustomed to these meetings, for they took their 
places with the freedom of frequent usage. 

Presently Iolo ceased singing; he was paler than 
usual, as he signed to his sister to continue. Peggi 
watched him with hungry eyes, as Iola’s singing grew 
softer and softer until at last it stopped altogether. 
Iolo’s face grew paler and paler, his eyes closed, and 
leaning back in his seat he fell into a dead trance, 
while his companions all gathered round him with 
eager expectant looks. Presently a quivering ran 
over his face and he shivered a little, and stooping 
towards him Iola asked in a gentle voice: 

“What do you see, dear Iolo?” 

With his eyes still closed he answered: 

“T see many forms in the room besides you who are 
in the body—beautiful forms, a cloud of witnesses !— 
and one I know well is speaking.’’ Here there was a 
long pause until Iola asked again: 

““What does he say ?”’ 

Iolo murmured something which they could not 
understand and waved his hand slowly, as though he 
wished for silence. For some time he remained perfectly 
quiet until lola pressed her question again. 
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“What do you hear, dear Iolo? What does the spirit 
say?” 

He says,”’ said Iolo at last, very softly, so that 
Iola had to stoop to listen, “he says: ‘To all greeting, 
and to the mourner peace! and joy! Her child is not 
dead, tell her, but living, and often near her. Tell 
her to be of good cheer, for he will meet her at the 
Golden Gates ere long; because what you call time is 
swift of foot. Would that she could see him now as he 
comes towards her, led by his guardian angel!’’? Here 
he paused again, but unasked presently resumed: “‘ He 
says, ‘Dark clouds are gathering round you all, but 
there is light beyond; the rough road must be traversed 
before you reach the open country; the dark cloud 
must drench you with its rain and mist before you 
reach the clear blue sky and golden sunlight; but 
they are there, remember, still; they are there, and 
think not, though you see us not, that you are alone; 
ministering spirits are around you.’”’ Again there 
was a long pause and once more only he spoke. “‘He 
lays his hand on Dai’s head and says: ‘Courage, brave 
soul!’ ” 

Here Iolo ceased, and for some time there was a deep 
silence broken only by his heavy breathing. Gradually 
his eyes opened, his limbs regained their suppleness, 
and in a short time he was restored to his natural 
appearance, and smiled reassuringly at Iola, who was 
bathing his forehead and passing her fingers lovingly 
through his hair. 

Peggi threw herself on the floor beside him. ‘Oh! 
Iolo, Iolo!” she said, “‘I knew you would bring me 
comfort , now I can go on my way rejoicing; no burdens 
will be too heavy, no pains will be too sharp, no sorrows 
will be too deep for me to bear, now that I know the 
end.” 

““Well,”’ said Nesta, ‘‘I suppose I ought to feel like 
that too, but I cannot quite—yet.” 
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‘Perhaps for you, Nesta, the light will break before 
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you leave this world,” said Iola, ‘“‘and for you, Dai, 
too, I hope.” 

*“‘T know not indeed,’’ answered Dai, ‘“‘how it will 
be with me; but you, lola, what dark cloud is hanging 
over you?” - 

“Oh! Iolo and I are like two butterflies flitting 
about, sometimes in the sunshine and sometimes in 
the shade, but we are together, Dai, and you are with 
us—for the rest we must trust in God.” 

Nesta, preparing to go, sat down for a moment beside 
Jolo, and repeated to him all he had said, and by his 
interested look and the varying feelings depicted on 
his countenance, it was very evident that he had been 
perfectly unaware of his own utterances. 

“Well, good night, Peggi fach,” he said. ‘“‘You 
won’t lie awake crying to-night, I hope.” 

“No, unless it is for joy,’ said Peggi, looking back 
as she and Dai began their way through the garden to 
where it sloped off to the grassy side of the cliffs down 
which a sheep-path led to the Rock Bridge. 

Nesta had begun her way home, too, through the 
garden. Her heart was filled with feelings of a most 
varied kind as she walked through the gloaming: first 
she reproached herself bitterly for not feeling more 
intensely the elevating effects of such a scene as that 
which she had just witnessed; and then, in the inno- 
cence of her heart she blamed herself for the natural 
feelings of youth’s hopes, and for the longings for 
happiness, which would surge up in all their strength, 
in spite of the heavenly messages which she believed 
had been sent through I[olo’s lips. 

‘*T must be much worse, more earthly minded than 
Tola or Dai,”’ she said, *‘ for even while Iolo was deliver- 
ing the spirit’s message to us, my thoughts would turn 
to—to—other things’’; and in the darkening twilight 
the simple girl hid her face in her hands to hide the 
blush which spread over her face. 

““Oh, Nesta, Nesta, for shame!”’ she cried, and as 
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she gained the farmyard she stamped her little foot, 
and ran in through the kitchen door, flinging off her 
hat and cloak, as if with the action she were casting 
away, too, some unpleasant thoughts. She passed 
quickly through the large kitchen where the servants 
were assembling for their supper, and was soon busily 
apportioning for her grandmother and herself a fair 
share of the “‘uwd’”’ or flummery, of sour oatmeal, 
which stood in a large pan on the supper-table. She 
carried it into the “‘hall’? with a brimming jug of 
creamy milk, and as she set it down before her grand- 
mother, with a smile on her lips and a shining light in 
her eyes, you might have thought her one of the lightest- 
hearted and merriest of Welsh maidens; and so she 
was in many respects, but while she took her simple 
supper of “‘uwd a Naeth’’, and with merry talk amused 
her old companion, deep down in her heart there was 
the memory of that scene in the Blue Room and Iolo’s 
voice. 

‘““Indeed though,” she thought, “Iolo and Iola are 
strange beings! so good, so pure! so complete they 
seem to me, as if they wanted nothing but what they 
found in themselves, whilst I am like some unfinished 
creature.” 


CHAPTER XIII 
MODRYB ANN 


The sunshine of another glorious June morning was 
flooding the land and sea with warmth and beauty as 
Hugh and his uncle walked down the hill to the shore 
at Abersethin, and then turned up the steep road 
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leading to Morfa and Tygwyn. The vicar seldom allowed 
a day to pass without paying a visit to one or the 
other of those two houses. Sometimes he went no 
further than the farmyard, where he would stand with 
his thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat, admiring 
a new horse or watching the chickens being fed; at 
other times he would sit for an hour or two in the porch 
chatting with Miss Anna Mary, a glass of her home- 
brewed ale and a long pipe as companions, ‘“‘just to 
show I take a little interest in her affairs,’’ he used to 
say; “‘it keeps the servants in order, when there is no 
man in the family !’’ To-day they found the “‘mestres”’ 
up to her eyes in work, as she said, for it was churning 
day, and something had gone wrong with the cream— 
it would not turn to butter! Mari, and Shon, and 
Rhys had each taken a turn at the churn, bobbing the 
handle up and down till their arms ached, and even 
Miss Anna Mary had churned vigorously until her 
skirts looked flounced and frilled at the bottom. 

“But no,” she said, “‘it’s no use, Mr. Gwythern; 
the weather and the cream and churn are all right, 
but Modryb Ann came to the door just as we were 
beginning, and her ugly shadow came just over the 
pot of cream, and J knew at once we should have 
trouble with it. I sent her away without a promise of 
butter-milk, and you could hear her muttering all 
down the lane. Ach a fi! I do believe we shall have 
to send for her back again.” 

**Well,”’ said Mr. Gwythern, ‘‘indeed I would send 
for her, it would be a pity to waste all that cream. 
Hugh and I are going to Tygwyn, and we will look in 
upon her, and tell her you want to see her.” 

‘““Well, thank you,’’ Miss Anna Mary answered, “‘I 
suppose I must stoop. The old witch! ”’ 

The two men left the sunny kitchen at once, and 
proceeded up the road till they came to the miserable 
thatched cottage in which Modryb Ann lived. The 
door was closed and the tiny window too, of course 
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not being made to open. The stillness of the warm 
summer air was only broken by the twitter of the 
swallows, which flitted in and out of their nests under 
the broad eaves. Mr. Gwythern put his finger into the 
latch-hole and, opening the door, called out in a loud 
voice: “Hello, Modryb Ann!” 

A large black cat sat bolt upright on the spinning- 
wheel, which stood against the opposite wall, and, as 
Hugh and his uncle entered flew past them into the 
open air with bristling tail and a parting splutter. 
The earthern floor of the passage was so damp and un- 
even, and the cottage so dark, that for some time they 
could scarcely see anything; when, however, their 
eyes were accustomed to the gloom, they became aware 
of a crouching figure sitting under the large open 
chimney. A ray of bright sunshine shot straight down 
on the hearth, on which were a few dying embers; a 
bundle of sticks lay in the corner from which an old 
woman was drawing a fresh supply of fuel. She con- 
tinued her work without taking any notice of her 
visitors, neither looking up nor rising from the low 
stool on which she sat; from a chain in the chimney 
hung an iron crock containing some porridge, which 
she was evidently cooking. 

Hugh had never, even in Ireland, seen a more poverty- 
stricken house; the earthen floor was unswept, the 
small window darkened by the dust of years. There 
was no dresser with its shining plates and jugs to 
brighten the darkness. A small round table on three 
legs, a wooden bedstead with a few rags spread over 
it, and a wooden bench, on which stood a red water 
pitcher, with the spinning-wheel before-mentioned, 
constituted the whole furniture, except a shelf in the 
big chimney, on which stood a black tea-pot, a cup | 
and saucer, and a candlestick. An old black box, 
certainly, under the bed, but that was not visible, and 
it was so jealously guarded by Modryb Ann, that the 
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general belief of the neighbourhood was that it con- 
tained an old stocking full of gold! It did, indeed, 
contain a stocking—but a tiny one and, alas! empty, 
together with other small garments, all belonging to 
a long past episode in poor Modryb Ann’s lifes The 
old woman continued to feed the fire while she gathered. 
her tattered red scarf around her as though she felt 
cold. — 

“Deaf, I suppose,’ said Hugh. Mr. Gwythern’s 
answer was a wink and a shake of the head, but at the 
same time he shouted close to her ear: ‘“‘Well, Modryb 
fach, and how are you to-day ?”’ 

She turned round suddenly, and Hugh was startled 
to see a face of such malignity of expression. The 
eyes especially seemed to gleam with some hidden fire 
under the shaggy grey eyebrows, and in the network 
of lines and wrinkles around the mouth there was no 
trace of anything but fierce hatred and spite. 

One single word, “‘Beth?”’ was all she answered. 

“Oh!” said Mr. Gwythern, drawing a little farther 
away, “I only asked how you were.” 

For answer she only returned to her fire and raked 
it together with a crutch stick which stood always 
near at hand. 

““We would have knocked had we known you were 
at home,”’ thundered the vicar. 

“You did well not to take the trouble, for I should 
not have answered.” 

“Oh! come, Modryb fach, you are not so bad as you 
make yourself out to be,” said the vicar, anxious to 
conciliate “the witch’’, as she was generally called. 

She looked at him again—suddenly—and Mr. 
Gwythern evidently felt uncomfortable under her 
glance. 

“Say what you have to say and go,” she said, while 
with her trembling hand she pointed her stick to the 
door. 

“‘Well,” said the vicar, “‘it was Miss Anna Mary who 
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asked me to come in and tell you to come down to 
Morfa this afternoon, if you would like some butter- 
milk.” 

She continued to point to the door with flashing 
eyes, but did not speak. Hugh surreptitiously deposited 
half-a-crown on the little table, and when he and his 
uncle stepped out into the fresh air, scented with pure 
roses and elderflower, he breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Oh, what an atmosphere!” he said; ‘“‘there is 
something uncanny in the air of that house, uncle.” 

‘*Shouldn’t wonder indeed,’’ said the vicar, and as 
he spoke something bright and shining whirled over 
their heads with astonishing force—if thrown by that 
trembling hand. Hugh stooped, and picked up—his 
half-crown. 

‘*Old devil,”? said the vicar under his breath, while 
Hugh laughed heartily at their discomfiture. 

‘‘Not a very dignified departure, was it?’’ he said, 
and he laughed again as he remembered the scene. 

When they reached Tygwyn, Mr. Gwythern, who 
was an almost daily visitor, walked straight in at the 
kitchen door, which opened upon the farmyard, while 
Hugh lingered a moment to admire the lovely view of 
land and sea ard sky spread out before him. He was 
preparing to follow his uncle, but was attracted by 
the sound of laughing girlish voices, to a low cow- 
house door, and, looking in at the doorway into the 
cool gloom inside, he saw Nesta and another girl 
busily engaged in feeding and fondling a beautiful 
white curly-headed calf. 
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CHAPTER XIV 


TYGWYN 

Neither of the girls saw Hugh, who was careful not 
to let his shadow betray him. Nesta’s face was flushed 
and her brown hair all tumbled; she held a pail of 
milk tilted on her knees, while with her rosy finger 
she tried to lead the lips of the calf to its contents. 

“Oh! See, Mari, how he sucks my fingers,’’ she 
said, while the calf butted and pushed her uncere- 
moniously. 

“But don’t let him, Miss Nesta, he must learn to 
drink,” said the girl. 

Another nudge from the calf almost upset the pail 
which Nesta held, and again the old “‘beudy”’ rang 
with her merry laughter. Hugh could not help gazing 
at her in surprise, she was so different in this new 
phase of life, and in her morning farm-dress. The 
sleeves of her pink cotton bodice were pushed up, 
displaying her white arms and dimpled elbows, her 
blue skirt was short enough to show the small, neatly- 
shod feet with bows of black ribbon on the instep. 
As she bent over the calf, one arm held round the 
pail and the other tempting the mumbling lips with 
the dropping milk, Hugh thought he had never seen 
a prettier picture, while her companion in the Welsh 
peasant dress stood behind, giving instructions, some 
laughing, some serious, as the behaviour of the calf 
demanded. The whole scene was brought to an abrupt 
ending by the object of all these attentions suddenly 
upsetting the pail and spilling the milk. 

“Oh! Anw’l, anw’l!”’ said Nesta ruefully. ‘Let 
us leave him, Mari fach, till evening; perhaps he 
will be better behaved then. Good-bye, little beautiful 
one!’’ said Nesta, and picking up her pail she became 
conscious of Hugh’s figure at the doorway. “Oh, 
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Mr. Hugh! Is it you?” she said, blushing with 
confusion. ‘‘Indeed, then, I don’t know what you can 
be thinking about me, making such a noise. I wasn’t 
thinking that anyone would hear me.”” And she shifted 
the pail so as to give a dry hand to her visitor. 

“It is I who ought to apologize, Miss Morgan,” 
said Hugh. ‘‘I saw you did not know I was there, 
and I suppose I ought to have gone away; but the 
temptation was too great—you and the calf made such 
a pretty picture.” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Nesta. ‘He isa pretty creature, 
isn’t he? He is my own, you know. Grandmother 
has given him to me, and so Mari Matti and I are 
bringing him up.” 

“Mari Matti?” 

“Yes, she lives near Abersethin, and comes here 
often to make quilts. Now, shall I take you round 
to the front door, or shall we go in this way 2” 

“Oh, this way, certainly,” said Hugh. ‘I hope you 
won’t make such a stranger of me as to take me round 
to the front.” 

““Very well, then, this way,”’ said Nesta, as she laid 
down her pail on the hedge with a row of others, all 
scoured white, and with shining metal bands. In 
through the back kitchen he followed Nesta, and 
into the “‘hall’’, a sort of kitchen-parlour or living- 
room, where Mrs. Morgan and Mr. Gwythern were: 
already deep in conversation. 

“Well, well!”’ said the old lady, lifting her hands, 

“and is this the little boy who used to put his fingers: 
in the pans of cream long ago? Dear me, who would 
believe it. I am very glad to see you in Wales again} 
Mr. Gwythern, very glad.” 

“Thank you,” said Hugh, “but I am afraid I didi 
not leave a very good impression when I was here 
last! It is very good of you to forgive me and ta 
welcome me so kindly.” 


The merry old lady laughed heartily, and taking 
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his hat from his hand, placed it with the vicar’s on a 
side-table. 

““There—you are going to have dinner with me 
and Nesta. Has she been showing you the farmyard ?”’ 

“Only my calf, grandmother.” 

‘Oh, then he must see the rest after dinner.’ 

Mrs. "Morgan bustled about in her hospitable nae 
fashion, spreading a snow-white cloth on the table, 
on which Mari Matti soon laid the usual farmhouse 
dinner of the better sort, a couple of boiled fowls, with 
a large piece of bacon and vegetables boiled in the 
*“cawl”’,* which was diffusing its appetising odour 
through the house. 

Before they sat down to dinner, Mrs. Morgan invited 
Hugh into the “room ford’’} or board-room, where 
all the farm servants were taking their seats for dinner. 
Its bare whitewashed walls were exquisitely clean; 
a long table, black and shining with age and use, 
stretched from the door to the open lattice window 
at the further end, and a long bench each side of the 
table, upon which the servants were ranging them- 
selves, were the only furniture, except a shelf, upon 
which anything that was left from their dinner might 
be laid by the owner, just over his own seat, and 
taken down to be finished at the next meal. Old 
Eben, the “‘steward’’, as the head servant was called, 
having said ‘“‘grace”’, they sat down, with much 
shuffling and clumping of wooden shoes. Wooden 
bowls and wooden spoons were ranged down each side 
of the table, and each bowl was soon filled with the 
smoking “‘cawl’’, in which the fowls and bacon, which 
were now waiting to be eaten on the hall table, had 
been boiled. With his ‘‘cawl’’, each one had a slice 
of the large flat barley loaf, and a hunch of the huge 
cheese, both of which lay on the shining table without 
any sort of platter, and after the savoury “‘cawl”’ 
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was disposed of, the wooden plates were called into 
requisition, and laden with thick slices of bacon and 
potatoes. There was plenty of merry laughter and 
chatter after the visitors had left in order to enjoy 
their own dinner. 

Mr Gwythern sat at the top of the table and carved 
the fowls, while Mrs. Morgan sat opposite to him, 
and they were soon chatting as merrily as the servants 
in the ‘‘room ford’’. Nesta, losing much of her diffi- 
dence, told all the little items of farm news, with a 
bright joyousness which was reflected on the others. 
She spoke English fluently and grammatically, though 
with a slight Welsh accent, and sometimes when 
excited lapsed into literal translations of her native 
Welsh, which charmed and amused Hugh, and some- 
times puzzled him. 

‘*And what have you been doing with yourself of 
late, Miss Nesta?” said the vicar, with his mouth full. 
““You have not been to the vicarage for a long time. 
Martha has been wondering what has become of you. 
She has some ducklings to show you.” 

Nesta blushed and said: 

‘*‘T don’t think it is more than a fortnight since I 
was there.” 

““Well, come again soon, and Martha will make 
some light cakes for you.” 

‘““To be sure, Martha makes the best light cakes I 
ever tasted,’ said Mrs. Morgan. ‘‘Now, Mari Matti, 
make you haste and take this dish away.” 

Nesta rose to help Mari, and soon brought a huge 
apple tart and a large jug of thick cream, to take | 
the place of the fowls. 

“Oh, dear, dear!” said Mrs. Morgan. ‘We can. 
see Mr. Hugh is a town man! What is that drop of. 
cream you take?”? And in the warmth of her hospitality | 
she flooded his plate with cream, while Nesta laughed | 
at his astonished look. | 

“Well, well!” added the old lady; “it’s country) 
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people we are all and always will be. Nesta is learning 
all things from me that belong to a farm, though 
she does spend too much of her time at Ynysoer with 
Iolo and Iola.” 

Mr. Gwythern paused and, as he helped himiself to 
another flood of cream, said: 

“For my part, I can’t think how you allow it, 
Mrs. Morgan. I consider them no better than old 
Modryb Ann. I have heard queer tales of their goings 
on, and if it were not for my old friend, Miss 
Anna Mary, I would have them brought before the 
justices and tried for witchcraft.” 

“Oh, no, no!’’ said Mrs. Morgan; “they are not 
so bad as that, though I must say, with all their gentle 
ways to me, they can be hard sometimes, and I have 
seen Iolo look at some people exactly as if he could 
see a ghost behind them.” 

“That’s just how they look at me!”’ said the vicar, 
pushing his empty plate away; ‘“‘and I’d like to know 
what he means by his impudence. I can tell you, 
‘pon my honour, ma’am, I have looked over my 
shoulder with horror sometimes, when that idiot has 
passed me on the road.” 

Nesta looked down at her plate and toyed with 
her spoon, while her pretty colour ebbed away, and 
a look of distress came into her eyes. Hugh tried 
to change the subject, by alluding to their visit to 
Modryb Ann, but Mr. Gwythern, once on his favourite 
topic, continued to rail at the absent twins. 

““Come, Nesta,’? he said; ‘‘you surely don’t hold 
with their queer ways? What is this nonsense people 
talk about them, and what does that confounded 
Iolo mean by looking over people’s shoulders as he 
does ?”’ 

“You need not fear that look, Mr. Gwythern,” 
said Nesta, raising her blue eyes to his blinking black 
ones. “‘It is only evil people who need fear him. 
Iolo says that he sometimes sees something—‘ shadows 
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of evil’ he calls them—standing behind or beside 
people, and I believe him, for Iolo could no more 
tell an untruth than I could commit a murder.” 

The vicar, I am sorry to say, swore a round oath, 
and taking the pipe which Mrs. Morgan held out to 
him, said: 

‘*May I live to see that Ynysoer cleared out, and those 
two witch creatures cleared away, too!”’ 

Mrs. Morgan gave a wink of intelligence, and knowing 
the vicar’s weak points, adroitly turned the conversa- 
tion. 

‘““Have you heard that Jones of Henllys lamed 
‘Captain’ the other day ?”’ she asked. 

““What! Miss Anna Mary’s ‘Captain’! The very 
horse she was showing you, Hugh. What on earth 
made her lend him to such a ‘fwlcyn’* as that? I 
must go in on my way home; John Bowen has a 
wonderful cure for sprains,’’ and he soon forgot Iolo 
and Iola while he recounted to Mrs. Morgan several 
incidents of the otter hunt, and puffed at his pipe, 
and sipped his home-brewed ale. 


CHAPTER XV 
SHADOWS 


Meanwhile Nesta had disappeared, and Hugh feared 
that his uncle’s strictures upon his friends had offended 
her, and driven her away for the rest of the day. 

“Will we go and look over the farm, Mr. Hugh?” 
asked Mrs. Morgan, “‘and leave your uncle to sleep 
a bit,”’ and she led the way into the farmyard, followed 
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by Hugh, who tried to take a deep interest in the fat 
pigs, placid cows, and sleek horses. 

“That hay will be cut on Monday,”’ she said, leaning 
over a gate, and pointing to a field of hay waving in 
the sea breeze, in beautiful shades of green, ‘grey, 
and purple. ‘‘We always cut the hay on the twenty- 
fifth of June, if it does not come on a Sunday, and I 
am generally very fortunate in getting it in in good 
condition.” 

“You and Miss Nesta seem to manage your farm 
well,’ said Hugh. 

“Pretty well indeed, considering. But we often 
have to ask William Owen’s advice. He is my nephew 
you know, Nesta’s -second cousin, and some day I 
hope will be nearer related.” 

Hugh was conscious of an uncomfortable change in 
his feelings, and the good lady rambled on, smoothing 
down her ample black apron as she spoke. 

“You see he has always been fond of her, and though 
he is a few years older than she is, all the better. She 
is a flighty child sometimes, off to her Ynysoer and her 
boat when she ought to be minding her dairy; but, 
taking her altogether, she is a good girl. I don’t 
know what is the matter with her lately, though,” 
she added, taking another view of the matter; ‘“‘she 
is like a jibbing pony with William, won’t go any- 
where with him, won’t do anything he asks her. Here 
he is, coming across the yard. Well, indeed! William 
Owen, I am glad to see you. Here is Mr. Gwythern’s 
nephew.” 

“How are you, sir? Glad to see you in Wales,” 
said the new arrival, and after duly shaking hands, 
they all three turned to look over the gate. 

*Cut on Monday, I suppose ?”’ said Owen. He was 
a grave, sour-looking man, with dark hair, and eyes 
which had a cold gleam in them and no brightness, 
and they seemed to watch under the heavy eyebrows 
like two sentinels. 
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“Yes,” said Mrs. Morgan. “I was telling Mr. 
Hugh that we always cut on the same day, and I will 
hope it will come in on Thursday. You must come 
up then, and help us to make hay, and see the supper 
in the evening.” 

““Thank you, I will,” said Hugh. 

William Owen said nothing for some time. 

‘“*How is Nesta?’’ he said at last. 

“Oh, all right,’ said Mrs. Morgan, and they began 
their way back to the house. 

When they entered the hall the vicar was still sleep- 
ing, the gentle whirl of Nesta’s spinning wheel merely 
soothing him into deeper slumber. 

She had changed her morning bodice of pink, with 
its scanty petticoat of blue, for a quaint brown silk 
one of her grandmother’s, altered to the fashion of 
the time—the skirt being still scanty, and the waist 
short. It was cut rather low in the front of the bodice, 
but the fair neck was covered by folds of white soft 
muslin, and a waistband of pale blue relieved the quiet 
brown of the dress. Her cheeks had regained their 
roses, and her glistening blue eyes looked up with a 
bright welcome as her grandmother entered, followed 
by Hugh and William Owen. 

As she stopped her wheel and looked up, still holding 
the thread of flax in her hand—Hugh thought as 
William Owen entered that the light in her eyes 
seemed to die out, and the pink cheeks to grow a shade 
paler. 

They met too often to shake hands, and the usual 
familiar Welsh greeting, ‘“‘ Well, Nesta, ” and “Well, 
William,” was all that passed between them. 

The vicar here woke up, and soon banished all 
awkwardness, but not even his jovial voice could 
dissipate William Owen’s cold and gloomy manner. 
Nesta seemed to alter, even in appearance, under the 
glance of those glittering cold eyes. She held out a 
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skein of shining flax, and drawing Hugh’s attention 
to it, said: 

“Very good flax this time, whatever, Mr. Hugh.” 

“Is it?” said Hugh, examining the flax, with a 
critical air, though he knew nothing more than that 
it hung over Nesta’s pink fingers. “I’m afraid I am 
not a very good judge, but it looks very pretty and 
silky as you hold it.” 

“It came in the Swallow, you know.” 

““Oh, of course,’ said Hugh; “that was the last 
cargo from Portreath. I had forgotten. I never 
thought when I saw the bales, that I should see it spun. 
I shall take more: interest in those square bales in 
future, Miss Nesta.”’ 

“It appears to me,” said William Owen, with a 
scowl, “‘that you don’t take much interest in your 
business, if you so easily forget what you trade in.” 

An awkward silence fell on the company, and Hugh 
coloured with annoyance; but, soon recovering him- 
self, he made some laughing remark, which set them 
all at their ease, and William Owen, seeming ashamed 
at his boorishness, began to talk to Mr. Gwythern 
on rural matters, interesting to all except Hugh— 
who, however, did not find the time hang heavily 
as he helped Nesta to disentangle a new skein. 

She withdrew her eyes timidly, and spoke very 
little for the rest of the afternoon, and seemed glad 
to retire into the kitchen on the pretext of “getting 
tea’. 

During the meal the conversation became general, 
sometimes in Welsh, and sometimes in English, and 
it was not until he was wishing Nesta good-bye that 
Hugh found the opportunity of reminding her of her 
promise to take him to Ynysoer. 

“Oh, hush!”’ she said, looking hurriedly at William 
Owen, who was approaching; “my cousin hates 
Ynysoer.”’ 

“Good night, Nesta,” said the latter. ‘‘ You have 
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heard, I suppose, that one of your precious Bullets 
has got off scot free again. But never mind, I'll 
have them yet,” and he laughed softly to himself, 
but there was no laughter in his eyes. 

He accompanied Hugh and his uncle a few paces 
across the farmyard, and then turned in at a field 
gate with a surly “Well, good night.” 

“Is Miss Nesta engaged to that surly dog?” asked 
Hugh. 

“‘T am afraid she is,’’ said the vicar. ‘Nothing 
much has ever been said about it, but for years it has 
been looked upon as a thing that would come about 
in the natural course of events.” 

‘““But how does she feel about it? Does she love 
him, do you think, uncle?” 

‘*Love him! Well, I don’t know much about that, 
but I think she is very well pleased with the arrange- 
ment. I spoke to her once about it, and she did not 
seem to object,’ said the vicar, with a yawn. 

Hugh did not speak for some time, but he switched 
off the heads of the fox-gloves rather viciously, as 
they went down the darkening lane to the shore. 

They could already hear the splash of the waves, 
as they broke upon the beach, and they seemed to 
have a sad and solemn sound in the stillness of the 
sweet June night. 

“How was it,” Hugh asked himself, ‘that the day, 
which had seemed to be so full of light and joy, should 
close with such gloomy forebodings ?” 

““Storm coming, I think, uncle,’ he said. ‘*That 
dark cloud looks threatening, and the air feels heavy.” 

“Storm !’’ laughed the vicar; ‘‘no storm in that 
sky, my boy! Not for another week, or fortnight, 
at least. Come along, we’ll have a pipe, and a glass 
of ‘cwrw’* in the study, and then a fig for all the 
storms in the world.” 


? 


* Beer. 
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CHAPTER XVI 


DAI GOES TO MARKET “ 

A day or two after these events it was market-day 
at Caermadoc, and the high road running along the 
brow of the hills, under the cliffs of which lay Aber- 
sethin, and many other little fishing villages, was 
all alive with people of all classes, going to the market. 
It was the weekly excitement, and there was scarcely 
a house within the eight miles lying between Abersethin 
and Caermadoc which did not send at least one person 
to swell the number of chafferers and bargainers, 
who thronged the one long street of the town. Here 
would be a refractory pig, driven by an old woman, 
who held in her hand a strong cord, attached to piggie’s 
leg, her gait and progress being entirely dependent 
upon the animal’s inclinations. Sometimes a tempting 
mushroom growing by the roadside would delay him 
a minute or two, and cause a corresponding stop in 
the old woman’s journey, then for a few yards he 
would trot on in a sober and sensible manner, which 
gave his mistress time to look round, and answer the 
questions put to her by the jolly-looking farmer 
trudging behind; now he suddenly indulges in a frisky 
gambol, ending in a racing gallop, which jerks and 
straightens the string, and for a quarter of a mile 
poor Shaén’s walk becomes a run; and she stumbles 
over the stones, and jumps over the hillocks, with 
her broad-brimmed hat hanging on her back, her 
“‘ewn bach” flying about—but holding on to the 
string like grim death. Next comes Bet Bullet, sitting 
in her donkey-cart, surrounded by brooms made of 
heather, the purple blossoms still looking like a huge 
posy, while close behind her comes Squire Jones on 
his sleek bay cob, returning the bows and _ curtsey 
with pleasant nod, or kindly greeting. One man 
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walking alone comes next, his thumbs in his waistcoat 
pockets, his head thrown back, displaying a bare 
throat and red cotton necktie. In spite of his worn 
and threadbare coat, he has a clean and fresh appear- 
ance, excepting his thick-nailed shoes, which are 
white with the dust of the road; he is singing at 
the highest pitch of his voice, and as he carols forth 
an old-fashioned ditty, his voice seems to fill the air 
with true melody. No teaching could have given 
‘an imperfect voice that richness of tone and feeling; he 
sang the quaint words in his native tongue, which 
lends itself with such facility to the light and graceful, 
as well as to the strong and rugged, his glistening eyes 
and smiling mouth showing he was enjoying the picture 
which his song described: 


*« Pan yn rhodio glan mor heli, 
Gwelwn wylan o liw’r lili 
Ar y swnd yn trwsio’i godre, 
Wedi gwlychu’n dest gan donau.’’ 


It was Dai going to market, intending to make a 
purchase for which he had been long saving up his 
money; and, having at last got the required sum, 
he trudged along with a light heart and a steady tramp, 
that soon brought him up with Shan and her refractory 
companion. 

“Let me help you with that gentleman,” said Dai, 
stopping in the middle of a verse—and piggie soon 
found that a firmer hand held the string, and that a 
more determined will than even his own had to be 
reckoned with. But all this delayed Dai considerably, 
so that it was quite noon before he had guided Shan 
safely to the pig market in front of the ‘‘Lamb Inn”’, 
and got over the objection which the pig had to entering 
one of the pens. 

This knotty point being settled at last, Dai soon 
made his way to a saddler’s shop, where he purchased 
a cart whip, as a present for his father; a long coveted 
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possession, but one which seemed always to elude 
his grasp. Dai knew how much his father desired 
it, and though he was one of the surliest and most 
ungracious of men, and seldom spoke to his son except 
in terms of abuse, the purchase of this whip, its handle 
well studded with nails and decorated with bands of 
brass, gave Dai, as he left the shop, an additional 
feeling of lightheartedness, as he looked forward 
not to his father’s thanks, but to the use and benefit 
he would derive from its possession. 

“Such a firm handle, and such a good slash!”’ he 
said to himself, as he walked up the street, drawing 
the whip through his fingers; ““my father will have 
no more difficulty in driving his pigs! They’ll soon 
find out ’tisn’t a rod from the hedge’’; and he flicked 
the lash as he walked along. As he passed a grocer’s 
shop a dog suddenly rushed out and came snapping 
at his heels, but Dai, who was generally friendly 
with every dog he met, turned round good-naturedly 
and tried to pacify the animal, who ran back to the 
dark little shop, and emerged again with a companion, 
and Dai distinctly heard the hissing sound, which 
seems to be understood by all dogs to mean “‘at him’. 

**See that lout of a gipsy from Ynysoer,’’ said the 
grocer to a yokel, who had just lounged into his shop. 
**Whenever any of that lot appear in the town, ‘Dic 
Crydd,’ Thomas Driggist, and I always send the dogs 
after them, there’s fun it is! See, there are Dic’s 
dogs out now, and there’s Thomas Driggist’s little 
Vic., she’ll make him move those long shanks of his 
a little quicker!’ 

As he spoke, the five dogs rushed after Dai, yelping 
and snapping at his feet, and not improving his much- 
frayed leggings. At length, Vic, having got her teeth 
well into his ankle, held on, while Dai walked on 
apparently unconcerned, dragging the little dog with 
him at every step. Had he used his whip, he might 
have got rid of her, but in spite of the sharp pain in 
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his leg, he continued to walk on, without showing 
any hurry or annoyance. He heard guffaws of laughter, 
and ‘‘hussing’’ of the dogs, as he passed the different 
shops, for every one considered the islanders fair 
game, and in those days cruelty had not been made 
to vacate her throne, but reigned supreme wherever 
ignorance dwelt. 

Amidst the din of the barking dogs and the jeering 
men, Dai walked on. Dai, who at any time would 
gladly have suffered pain or loss to benefit any man, 
woman, or child; Dai, whose tender heart felt a pang 
of remorse whenever hunger compelled him to kill a 
rabbit, and who now felt his heart more sore than 
his leg. At last, tired out and called back by her 
master, Vic loosed her hold and slunk back, still turning 
round to yap occasionally. Dai still walked on up 
the uneven street, and out into the high road leading 
to Abersethin; on and on he walked until the last 
straggling cottage was passed, and then he sat down 
on a low hedge and began to examine his leg. The 
bite was just at the back of the foot, above the thick 
leather shoe, and the blood trickled down to the dusty 
road. 

‘*Now for a dock-leaf and a long grass to bind it,” 
he said, ‘‘it is not much of a bite, after all, but she 
was a plucky little thing! I wish she was mine.” 

While he looked about for a proper dock-leaf, a 
neat little figure in peasant costume came tripping 
up a side lane, her little turned-up nose and bright 
black eyes shaded by a broad-brimmed Welsh hat. 

“Is that you, Dai? Well indeed, now! Who’d 
have thought of seeing you here; but what are you 
looking for?” 

“Hello, Mari Matti; is it you so far from home? 
I was looking for a dock-leaf, just to put on my heel. 
A little dog bit me as I came out of the town, but it 
is nothing,’ he said, as Mari began to look for the 
desired leaf. 
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Of course she was not long in finding one, and, 
as she stooped to gather it, she saw several drops of 
blood on the grass. ‘‘Oh, Dai!’ said she. ‘‘ What are 
these? I know you must be badly bitten. Ach a fi! 
There’s an old dog! Let me see it and put the leaf 
on.” 

And when the legging was unbuttoned and she saw 
the arks of the sharp teeth, from which the blood 
oozed in black drops, the flesh around looking purple 
and angry, she stooped over the wound to hide her 
face, and with gentle words and deft fingers she soon 
bound the soothing dock-leaves on; but when she 
raised her face from her work, every vestige of colour 
had fled, and Dai- looked at her in astonishment . 

‘“Why, Mari,’ he said, “‘what a tender-hearted 
girl you are, one would think I had been attacked 
by a lion. Why, it’s nothing. Mari fach, let us 
go on our way. You are coming to Abersethin?”’ 

“Yes, I have been two days quilting here, and now 
I want to get home as early as possible. Poor Mr. 
Harris is not well at all, and I had to leave him ill 
in bed to-day; he won’t be long, poor fellow, this 
is the second time he has burst a blood-vessel—and 
he is so weak, his appetite is so bad, and I have nothing 
but cawl and bwdran to tempt him with.” 

“Would he like a little rabbit, do you think? You 
can stew it, I know, Mari, for I have heard you are 
a good cook.” 

“Well, I will try,’ said Mari, looking pleased at 
his praise. While he was speaking he continued to 
gather the harebells which grew thickly on the hedges. 

‘Are those for Iola?’ said Mari. 

“YVes,’? said Dai, without a shade of embarrass- 
ment. ‘“‘They are her favourite flowers.” 

** And just the colour of her eyes,’’ said Mari. 

‘““Well, not exactly,’’ said Dai; though they always 
remind me of her eyes, and Iolo’s, too.” 

** You do love her, Dai, don’t you?” 
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“Yes, indeed, as my own soul, Mari. Hasn’t she 
been everything to me, all my life.” 

““Yes, indeed,’’ said Mari sadly. And as they 
trudged on together, they had so much in common 
to talk about, that the way seemed short to Mari, 
and she often begged of Dai to take a rest. 

“Let us sit here, Dai; there is plenty of time, 
and if you make your foot bad it may be so long healing, 
you know.” 

But Dai only threw his head back—as he had a 
habit of doing—and said: ‘“‘Nonsense, Mari fach, 
it’s nothing.” 

As they drew nearer to Abersethin they were caught 
up by John Penlan, who came out of a field. 

‘*We have been talking about Harris Beulah,” said 
Mari. ‘“‘Do you know he has burst a blood-vessel 
again, John?” 

‘Poor fellow bach,” said John. “I thought he 
looked very ill on Sunday, but I did not knowhe was 
so ill as that.” 

‘“Oh, very bad, and so weak,” said Mari. ‘Dai 
is going to shoot a rabbit for him.” 

“Yes, this very night, Mari, and I will bring it 
across to you when the tide is down, at ten o’clock.” 

“Thank you, Dai, good night! Here John and I 
part from you.” 

“Good night,” said Dai; and soon they heard him 
singing lustily, as he took his way down the sheep- 
path which was a short cut to the Rock Bridge. 
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CHAPTER XVII 
A DEAR RABBIT - 


When Dai reached his tiny thatched home in one 
of the clefts of rock at Ynysoer, he was weary and 
hungry and certainly footsore. His supper of barley 
bread and buttermilk lay on the bare table, with a 
large cheese standing in the middle as the piéce de 
résistance. His gentle-faced mother, Nanti Nell, 
welcomed him with loving smiles, but his father, one 
of the few evil characters of the island, had worked 
himself up into a towering rage, in readiness for his 
son’s return. He had gone up to Morfa, intending 
to take a drove of pigs to the market for Miss Ann 
Mary, but finding that, owing to his lazy habit of 
Jate rising, another man had been entrusted with 
them, he returned home in a bad temper, and had 
gradually lashed himseif into a fury. Dai waited 
for a pause in the torrent of oaths and curses which 
greeted his arrival, and then placed the whip on the 
table. The firelight shone on the brass bands of the 
handle, and attracted the old man’s eye. 

“Caton pawb! What is this?’ he cried. ‘‘A grand 
new whip for such a lout as thee! Where didst thou 
get the money to pay for it? Ach a fi! The pride 
of the monkey! Wouldn’t a rod from the hedge 
serve thee, as it has had to serve thy poor father 
for many a long year? On thy back it ought to be 
used.”’ And he continued to rave and storm while 
Dai quietly ate his supper. 

After he had done justice to the barley loaf and the 
dry country cheese, he quenched his thirst by a long 
draught from the buttermilk jug, and then, drawing 
the whip towards him, he pushed the handle into the 
old man’s hand. 


82 Where Billows Roll 


‘“‘Here, father,”? he said, “it was for you that I 
bought it, and I think you will drive the pigs better 
with it, you know.” 

His father felt the firm handle in his palm, and 
could not resist drawing the long lash through his 
fingers. 

“T don’t fancy it will cleck at bit. It is only a 
grand one to look at.” 

‘“No, indeed,’’ said Dai, “‘I think it is a real good 
one. You examine it now while I go out to get a 
rabbit for your ‘cawl’ to-morrow. I will be back 
in an hour, mother, and it will not be much after 
ten then. I want to get one for Harris Beulah; he 
‘has burst a blood-vessel, and poor Mari Matti is in 
great trouble because she has nothing to tempt his 
appetite. A rabbit will make a little change for 
him.” 

““Yes, my boy; go, I shall wait up for you.” 

‘**Good-bye, mother fach,’’ and Dai stooped his head 
to pass through the low doorway of the cottage. 

Straight across the Rock Bridge once more, and 
‘then up the winding sheep-path to Morfa, and into 
the large kitchen, where Miss Anna Mary was making 
arrangements for feeding and sleeping a family of 
‘English beggars, who had been passed on to her from 
a neighbouring farm, ostensibly on their way to Milford 
‘to take ship for America, but really tramping about 
the country and living on the easy hospitality of the 
‘Welsh farmers. Dai did not waste many words on 
formalities, but went at once to the gun and fishing- 
‘rod rack over the chimney-piece, and reached down 
‘a gun, which was always kept there for him, so that 
the plain country fare might occasionally be varied 
‘by a rabbit when the servants were to have the treat 
of a taste of “fresh meat”? in their cawl. 

‘““A rabbit for your dinner to-morrow, Dai?’ asked 
‘Miss Anna Mary. 

“If you please, mestress,”? said Dai; ‘but chiefly 
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I want to get one for Harris Beulah. Mari Mattisays 
he is so weak and has no appetite.” 

“Poor fellow,’’ said the kind lady, and she called 
through an inner door: “Iolo! Iola! MHere’s your 
poor friend, Harris Beulah, very ill, and Dai has 
come for his gun to get him a rabbit.” 

The twins both ran in together from the old parlour, 
where they had been singing for their own pleasure 
and delight, Iola soaring away in long-drawn tones 
of melody, and Iolo joining with ease in harmonious 
seconds. 

**What is it, Dai?’’ said he. 

“Bad I am afraid,” said Dai; “‘this is the second 
time he has burst a blood-vessel.”’ 

“Tell him I am sorry, truly sorry, and as soon as 
I can, I will go and see him.” 

“Yes,”’ said Dai, ‘‘and sing to him, for music is 
life to him.” 

That will we,’’ said Iolo. 

“Yes, indeed, Dai,’’ said Iola, laying her little white 
hand on his velveteen sleeve; ‘‘but the tide, Dai? 
Will you be able to return over the Rock Bridge to- 
night ?” 

““Oh, yes, plenty of time,”’ said Dai; “‘and, besides, 
it will be quite light; it is nearly full moon, and I 
don’t mind walking through the surf; it will be refresh- 
ing after my dusty walk. I have been to Caermadoc 
to-day. I gathered these flowers for you, Iola.” 

**Ah, the little ones!’’ she said, kissing them before 
she fastened them at her throat. 

They both walked with Dai to the end of the garden 
and watched him take his way through the furze 
bushes towards the side of the hill, where the rabbits 
swarmed in such numbers that they were a serious 
hindrance to Miss Anna Mary’s crops. 

It was not long before Dai had bagged two rabbits, 
and following the sheep-path he soon reached the flat 
sround at the bottom, where the short grass grew 
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fine and soft as velvet, and here he diverged to the 
left, taking a path which led by the side of the shore 
at Abersethin. As he walked on with his hat pushed 
back, he had just begun to sing one of his favourite 
old tunes, when he was overtaken by John Penlan, 
who had really been watching for him, hidden in one 
of the dark shadows of the cliff. 

“Well, Dai,’’ he said more pleasantly than usual, 
“have you been successful?” 

“Oh! yes,” said Dai, “‘there is not much doubt 
about shooting rabbits at Morfa, but you have been 
lucky too, it seems; isn’t that a hare you have?” 

“Yes, I have been lucky. Up at Glandwr they had 
set a trap in the garden for cats, and what should they 
find there this morning but this hare, and they gave it 
to me for my daughter. You know she is ill, anda 
little ‘cawl sgwarnog’ will do her good. Sit down here 
one moment while I light my pipe, and I’ll tell you 
what I heard to-day about clearing you all out of 
‘Ynysoer.”” 

*“What did you hear?” said Dai, sitting down as 
requested, and glad to rest his foot for a moment, as 
so much walking during the day had irritated it con- 
siderably. 

John had scarcely begun his tale, when they were 
disturbed by the fall of some gravel, dislodged from 
the cliff above them. They turned to look and could 
distinctly see two men making their way down the 
side of the cliff, which was not so steep here as in 
some places. 

Dai and John had laid their game down on the grass, 
and John now lost no time in snatching up his hare 
and disappeared quickly into the shadow of the hill, 
while Dai took up his rabbits, and again trolling forth 
his merry song, began to hasten his steps towards 
Abersethin. Suddenly one of the two men who had 
come down the cliff and had followed him unheard on 
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the soft grass, placed his hand on his shoulder and 
said roughly: 

“Ha! poacher! Caught at last. Let me see what 
you have there?” 

Dai held up his rabbits—as he thought—but lola 
fine hare evidently just netted. Dai stared speechless 
and realised at once the trick that John had played 
him. 

“Villain!” he muttered, ‘always my enemy! and 
why? I wonder.” 

*“Now, none of your swearing, fellow,’ said the 
constable, shaking him roughly. ‘‘Come along; the 
‘Round House’ for you to-night, my man.” 

Dai’s heart sank within him. The Round House, 
that filthy den which always made him shudder when 
he passed it—to be shut in there, while the moon was 
shining outside and the waves dashing against the 
Rock Bridge! And Iola! Could she ever speak to 
him, touch him, after such a disgrace? It was agony 
of mind that poor Dai suffered then, and as the men 
hurried him along, he realised that for the second time 
in the twelve hours he was trudging along the road to 
Caermadoc. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
THE ROUND HOUSE 


The moonlight streamed in through the window of 
Tolo’s bedroom as he tossed and turned in uneasy 
restlessness. At last he fell into a heavy sleep, from 
which he started up in a fright, and crossing the passage, 
went into Iola’s room. She was fast asleep, and Iolo 
had some difficulty in rousing her. 

“ Awake! awake! Iola! Get up, Iola fach—awake.’ 

“What is it?” said Iolo, gradually awaking, a 
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not unaccustomed to these eccentric visits from her 
brother. 

“Dai is in some trouble and he is gone away—to 
Caermadoc, I think. Are you awake, Iola?” 

She sprang out of bed in a moment, and dressed 
hurriedly, while Iolo did the same, and in a few 
moments these erratic creatures were running down 
the cliff to the Rock Bridge; but here the tide had 
already reached the level of the rocks and was rushing 
over it in wild confusion, leaving only a point of bare 
rock here and there. 

They stopped a moment and gazed at the wild scene. 

“Can we go?” she said, holding her breath. 

“Yes, we can go, but can we return? Can you follow 
me?” 

““Ves, of course,’’ she answered, and without wasting 
a moment they both began their way across. 

Springing from one point to another, wetted by the 
spray, but never stopping, in a very short time they 
had reached the cottage, where they found Nanti Nell 
sitting over her turf fire, in great fear of what might 
have happened to Dai. 

“Ah! I was right you see,” said Iolo; “‘let us go 
to him at once, and we will bring him back, Nanti.”’ 

Back again over the Rock Bridge, springing from 
rock to rock, the waves rising higher and higher every 
moment. They were soon at Morfa again, where they 
woke Miss Anna Mary up from her first sleep and, 
though she greeted them with her usual: ‘Well, 
indeed! I never saw such a thing!’’ she ended by 
consenting to their taking her own favourite horse, 
Lofty, from the stable, and even offered to send Shoni 
or Deio with them to Caermadoc. She knew from 
experience that, when bent on any kindness to their 
much-loved islanders, it was useless to thwart them, 
so she gave in at once, and generally found that the 
intuitions of these two sensitive beings had led them 
aright. On this occasion she rose from her warm bed 
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and accompanied them to the yard, where she stood 
looking after them as they passed out into the dark 
lane, Iola seated on a pillion behind Iolo, on Lofty’s 
broad back. " 

““If Dai was their own brother,’? she mused as she 
returned to the house, “they could not love him more, 
and indeed, however, I am very fond of the lad myself.” 

Iolo and Iola made their way carefully down the 
stony lane without speaking a word, their hearts too 
full for many words. At the bottom of the hill they 
came out on the grassy bridle-path, where John Penlan 
had parted from Dai. 

Their progress was very slow, owing to the steepness 
of the hilly roads, and Lofty’s objection to any quicker 
pace than the swinging walk with which he carried his 
mistress to market. Suddenly Iolo alighted to pick up 
something, which he held up for Iola’s inspection. 

““Two rabbits, you see; no doubt these are what poor 
Dai shot. Let us hasten on to Caermadoc ; I feel sure 
we shall find him there.” 

Iolo said nothing, but as she clasped her arms round 
her brother for safety , he could feel that she was sobbing, 
and he tried to soothe her grief by reminding her that 
a journey to Caermadoc was nothing to Dai, who 
frequently went there at a moment’s notice to acquaint 
a shop-owner with the arrival of an expected cargo. 
But no words sufficed to allay their forebodings. The 
sun was already rising, the air was sweet with the scent 
of the June roses and honeysuckle, which bent over 
the road, and the newly mown hay added its fragrance 
to the morning incense. The sea looked like a lake of 
molten lead, where the sun’s rays had not yet reached it, 
and all the sweet scenes and sounds of nature seemed to 
call upon them to rejoice. But Iolo and Iola were just 
entering upon their first experience of real suffering, 
and almost for the first time in their lives they failed 
to respond to the call. 

When at length they reached Caermadoc, the town 
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still lay sleeping in the shadow of the hills which 
surrounded it, and to the brother and sister it looked 
cold, inhospitable, and gloomy. They had met only 
one man between Abersethin and “the town’’, and the 
streets were quite deserted, so that they were able to 
ride into the ‘“‘Lamb”’ yard and dismount unseen by 
anyone. Having led Lofty into a stable and filled his 
manger with hay, they left him munching while they 
took their way up the principal street. Iola asked no 
questions, but when Iolo turned down the lane in 
which stood the Round House, she shuddered and 
covered her eyes with herhands. As they approached 
the place together, their footsteps made no sound on 
the dusty road. 

The name, “‘Round House,”’ was in this case quite 
a misnomer, as it was a square building of rough stones, 
the walls unplastered and horribly dirty. No light 
could enter, except through a small iron-barred aperture 
at the top of the door. A bundle of straw had been 
thrown in with Dai when the constables had locked 
him in, but he had chosen to stand for some time 
rather than lie down on the un nown horrors of the 
dark unsavoury floor, until at last his foot became so 
painful that he was obliged to sit on the straw, drawing 
up his knees and clasping his hands around them, and 
gazing up at the little patch of blue sky visible over 
the roof of the opposite building. 

He had always been of a remarkably cleanly, even 
fastidious nature, and therefore the dirty floor, and 
the damp oozing blackness of the walls caused him a 
shrinking loathing, which was a punishment in itself. 
But there was the sky, pure and blue, with the lovely 
light of a June dawn, and Dai gazed and gazed, until 
the bitter angry feelings, which had filled his heart 
as he trudged along the road between the two constables, 
gave way to other and more gentle thoughts, and his 
usual cheerful and generous nature had asserted itself. 
The patch of sky gradually light_ned to a more and 
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more vivid blue, and Dai’s thoughts turned to his 
beloved island home. 

“TI know where the tide is now,”’ he thought. “‘The 
sun has not reached the island yet ; they are all asleep 
there except mother ; she has missed me. Poor Harris 
Beulah! I wish he had had his rabbit! Oh John! 
John! I have often mistrusted you, but I did not 
think you were such a villain. Ach a fi,’? and a deep 
sigh escaped him. 

Outside Iolo and Iola stood, uncertain how to 
attact his attention; but when they heard him sigh, 
Iolo approached the barred window and gently called: 

6c Dai.”’ 

In a moment he was at the door and looking out 
through the bars. 

“Oh, Iolo, have you come to me, indeed? and Iola, 
is she there?” 

“Yes, yes, Dai, here I am,” and she easily pushed 
her little hand in between the bars. Dai seized it 
hungrily, and holding it between both his own, said: 
““Now, what harm can they do to me? Iola, listen! 
I need only tell you once, I know, that I have done 
nothing wrong.” 

“No, I know that, of course—only tell me just how 
it happened.” 

And Dai recounted how he had been overtaken, first 
by John Penlan, and then by the two constables. 

““He must have exchanged the hare for my two 
rabbits,’’ he said. 

“And here they are,”’ said Iolo, “‘“we picked them 
up on the road.” 

**Poor little things,” said Dai, “I might have left 
them on the wild thyme at Morfa. Their fate is a sad 
one, like mine.” 

“Oh, it will be all right again,” said Iola, “when 
we are all at dear Ynysoer again. Do not grieve about 
it. You want your breakfast, and now I am going to 
leave you for fa ew minutes,’ and she almost ran up 
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the lane, her golden hair flying behind in the morning 
breeze. In a few minutes she was back again, bringing 
a loaf and a bottle of milk. The loaf she divided into 
three hunches, one of which she squeezed through the 
bars of the window, and having drunk some of the 
milk herself and given some to Iolo, she passed the 
neck of the bottle in the same way through the bars. 
‘“*Now try and drink it all, Dai; it is not the first 
time we three have drunk from the same pitcher.” 
Dai ate his bread and drank his milk obediently and 
thankfully, for his long tramp the day before and his 
sleepless night had fatigued him much; he had never 
had a sleepless night before, and so he felt the unusual 
weariness the more. This meagre breakfast helped to 
while away part of the long summer morning, and Dai 
begged his two friends not to stand longer with him. 
**Don’t send us away,’’ said Iola; “‘let us stay here! 
Now that we have found you I cannot leave you.” 
‘*But I think,”’ said Iolo, “‘that Dai is right. Let 
us go now and rest, and we will be back before they 
come to fetch you, Dai; do you try to rest too.” 
“Good-bye, Dai,’’ said Iola, “‘only for a time, you 
know.”’ And Dai, with a sigh, saw the golden hair 
wafted across his window, and then sat down on his 
bundle of straw again and waited, and watched the 
sunlight as it gradually lightened up the opposite room. 


CHAPTER XIX 
THE JUSTICES’ MEETING 


At ten o’clock the justices had taken their seats on 
that imaginary bench in the long parlour of the ‘‘ Lamb 
Inn,’’ from whence went forth so many decisions, often 
fraught with importance to the country farmers and 
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peasants, who crowded the lower end of the room and 
overflowed into the passage and yard. 

A rumour had gone abroad already that one of the 
“‘Tslanders”’ was to be tried for poaching, and though 
many of the crowd were confirmed poachers themselves, 
their voices were raised loudest in condemnation, as 
were hopes that the justices would not hesitate to 
punish the prisoner as severely as the law would 
admit. 

Mr. Powell, of Pentre, upon whose land Dai had been 
“caught,” looked important and severe. Captain 
Griffith looked jovial and rubicund, while Mr. William 
Owen and the other occupants of the bench looked 
more lively than usual, talking with much apparent 
interest and with many wise nods and shaking of heads. 
The first few cases of drunkenness and small dis- 
honesties were quickly disposed of, and then the 
gentlemen settled themselves down to the most impor- 
tant case of the day. 

There was much craning of necks, and nudges, and 
winks, as the two constables entered, bringing Dai 
between them. The handcuffs had been removed at 
Iolo’s earnest request, and upon Dai’s promise, calmly 
and quietly given, that he would cause them no trouble. 
And as he walked in with his broad shoulders thrown 
back, and his head held high, as was usual with him, 
he looked the picture of manly strength and beauty. 
His jet black hair and eyes, and his dark complexion 
and tall stature, gave him an uncommon and even a 
foreign look, amongst these men of ruddy beards and 
faces: dark hair and eyes generally going with small 
stature among the Welsh. 

The twins walked close behind Dai, and continued 
to stand as near him as they could during his examin- 
ation, Their presence in the room was very embarrass- 
ing to the justices, many of whom were intimately 
acquainted with their aunt, and William Owen knitted 
his brows and looked blacker than usual. 
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““Master Lloyd and Miss Lloyd.” 

“Tolo and Iola!” 

“The witch twins.” 

These were the expressions whispered among the 
crowd, but the two young people seemed perfectly 
unconscious that they were exciting notice or remarks. 
They stood simply, near Dai, and turning their clear 
grey eyes to the justices, seemed absorbed in the 
interest of the case that was impending. 

Constable Rhys Thomas then began his evidence, 
from which it apppeared indisputable that the prisoner 
had been caught red-handed, so to speak, the hare that 
was found in his hand being held up and laid on the 
table. 

“‘A splendid hare, too, the rascal,”” said Mr. Powell, 
of Pentre. 

“Well, it won’t take us long to decide the case. 
What have you to say in your own defence, fellow?” 

Dai began once more his small plain story, spoken in 
perfect English, to the no small astonishment of the 
bench, many of whom spoke with a strong Welsh accent, 
and often in defiance of the rules of grammar. He brought 
his story down to where he had been overtaken by a 
man who carried in his hand a fine hare, “‘that hare,” 
said he, “‘which now lies on the table. He left it in 
exchange for my two rabbits, when he heard the con- 
stables coming.” 

“A likely story, indeed,” said the magistrates, 
“but who was the man ?”’ 

“He is here, sir,” said Dai, “to speak for himself. 
If he does not come forward and tell the truth, I will 
not tell his name. He has a wife and children to grieve 
for him. I have not.” 

Here the constable said: 

“Mr. Iolo Lloyd wishes to give evidence.” 

“This is rather out of order,” said William Owen, 
“but of course if Mr. Lloyd has anything to say we 
must hear him.” 
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“TI have only this to say,” said Iolo, stepping for- 
ward, “‘that Dai has been known to me from childhood, 
and that he is perfectly incapable of speaking anything 
but the truth. He came to Morfa last night to fetch his 
gun, and told us he was going to shoot two rabbits if 
he could, one for his own dinner next day, and the other 
for Mr. Harris Beulah, who is very ill. Riding in from 
Abersethin to Caermadoc this morning, I picked up 
these two rabbits, which had evidently been thrown 
away by somebody. They were lying by the side of 
the road, and I suppose escaped the eyes of the con- 
stable last night. That is all I have to say—except, 
he added slowly, ‘“‘that the piece of blue and white 
cotton, which ties the feet of that hare, has been torn 
from a necktie worn by a man now in this room.” 

Every one looked at his neighbour, and in the slight 
bustle which this caused John PenJan quietly retreated, 
and edged himself out into the passage, and thence 
into the yard. There were many blue cotton neckties, 
and no one suspected John, who was considered a 
religious man. 

‘That is a dangerous insinuation of yours, Mr. Lloyd,’’ 
said William Owen; “suppose we ask you to point out 
the man.” 

“T could not do so, 
present.” 

After this there was a good deal of consulting. Cap- 
tain Griffith wrote something on a sheet of paper, and 
handed it over to Mr. Powell. William Owen spoke 
quietly to Major Phillips, and at last said: 

“It is very evident that the prisoner is a great favourite 
with Mr. Lloyd, and as he and Miss Lloyd are so inter- 
ested in him, we will let him off with a very lenient 
sentence this time, and that is that he be confined in 
the public stocks in this town from the hours of twelve 
till two o’clock to-day.” 

Iolo turned to Dai. Her cheek was pale, and her little 
nervous hands trembled as she took Dai’s brown ones in 
a warm clasp. 


”? said Iolo, ‘‘as he is not now 
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“Tt will soon be over, Dai, and we will be with you,” 
she said. 

**Oh, no, no, Iola,” said Dai, ‘“‘that must not be. 
You to be there with the crowd around you! No, no, 
you must not come!’’ 

“It will not be worse for me than you,’’ she answered 
as she turned to speak to one of the justices, who was 
offering to take the twins home in his lumbering carriage. 

“We can drop you at the top of the hill, Miss Lloyd, 
and you will not be long running down the lane to 
Morfa.”” 

“No indeed, thank you,” said she. ‘We shall not 
go home before Dai. He is our foster-brother , remember, 
and in sending him to the stocks you are inflicting the 
same punishment upon Iolo and me. We deserve it 
quite as much,” and she turned from him to the prisoner, 
who was preparing to accompany the constables. He 
tried with words and looks to prevail upon the twins 
to leave him, and wait for him in the inn. 

“Say no more, Dai,” said Iolo. ‘‘ We will never leave 
you in trouble,” and obtaining permission from the 
astonished justices, they walked close to the prisoner, 
the two constables making room for them and walking 
behind, until they came in sight of the stocks, which 
were already surrounded by a crowd of men, women, and 
boys, all eagerly talking, and gazing with mixed feelings 
of curiosity and interest. 


CHAPTER XX 
THE STOCKS 


“Courage, dear Dai!’’ said Iolo, as the men unlocked 
the board through which the prisoner’s ankles were to 
be thrust, while he sat on a low bench in front of the 
“instrument of torture’’—for such it was to Dai. His 
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hands were next fastened at the wrists to the centre 
post, and then he was left, in the broiling sun of a hot 
June day. Left by the constables, but not by the crowd 
who eagerly watched his face; and not by Iolo and 
Iola, who came as close to him as they could, and in 
every way seeming to endeavour to identify themselves. 
with him. [Iolo sat on the bench beside him, while Iola. 
stood so that her broad straw should shade his head 
from the sun. 

““Well, indeed! ’tis a pity too,” said a kindly-faced. 
lassie standing by. ‘“‘He is a handsome fellow. Oh! 
to think of the lady and gentleman being so fond of him! 
See her beautiful hair, and her pretty white hands!” 

““And the young gentleman,’’ said another. “‘How 
grand he looks, like an angel I should think. I wonder 
why they call them ‘the witch twins’ ?”’ 

**T don’t know,” answered the first, ‘‘but I have 
heard the young gentleman can tell whether you are 
good or bad by only looking at you—and they say,” 
she added, lowering her voice, “that he has only 
to look at anyone to make him do just as he pleases.” 

“Well, indeed !” 

Iolo heard all these remarks, and going up to the 
young girls, said: 

“You are sorry for this young man, I know; will 
you do one thing to help him to bear this disgrace?” 

““Yes, sir, indeed, what is it?’’ answered the girls, 
remembering what they had heard about Iolo, and 
therefore perhaps the more readily falling under the 
influence of his eyes. 

““Do not stand so near! Having all these people 
staring at him makes his trouble worse to bear, and, 
if you will go away and persuade as many as you can 
to do the same, I shall be so thankful to you.” 

“Come, girls, let us go,’’ said the lassie, ‘‘and you, 
men and boys, come away; don’t you see that standing 
round and staring at him makes it much harder to 
bear? Come along, the young gentleman asks you to.” 
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Gradually there was a decided diminution in the 
crowd, one after another disappearing, until only a 
few loungers remained. But the children still lingered. 
They drew nearer to look at the pretty lady, and Iola, 
gathering them around her, began to chat with them, 
making Dai the subject of the conversation. 

‘“‘He is so kind,” said the girl, “‘that if his hands 
were not fastened up, he would make you all sorts 
of pretty things; now, cowslip balls! Are there any 
in that field at the end of the lane?” 

“Oh, yes, many, many,” said the children; 
“‘crowds !” 

“Well, if you will go and gather them, when his 
hands are free he will make you plenty; and bring 
some elder stalks, and he will make whistles for you; 
and, if you come to Ynysoer some day, he will make 
whips and rattles from the rushes!” 

Off ran the children in a noisy troop, and Dai turned 
a grateful look upon Iola. 

*‘How good you are to me,” he said. ‘‘ How kind!” 
And he sighed heavily. 

“Kind, Dai,” said Iola, “kind! If you only knew 
how this injustice to you is searing my heart! That 
is what the country people say, don’t they? And 
now, I know what they mean. An hour has passed, 
Dai; in another hour we shall get out of this cruel 
town, and never leave our dear Morfa and Ynysoer 
again.” 

““Oh, that we could always stay there!” said Dai; 
“put I shall never feel the same after this disgrace. 
I have always felt, when I came to Caermadoc, even 
on the brightest summer day, as if a cloud hung over 
me.” 

“So have I,” said Iola, ‘“‘always; it was a present - 
ment of this, ] think. Who are these two men coming 
down the street? Oh, it is Mr. Hugh Gwythern.” 

“Yes, and Mr. Roberts, the vicar,” said Iolo. ‘“‘I 
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am glad, for he is a good man and will understand 
and sympathize.” 

While he spoke the two men reached them, and 
Hugh, holding out both hands to Iola, said with real 
feeling in his voice: 

“I am so grieved for you all. Miss Nesta was so 
kind as to send me to see if I could be of any help. 
Your aunt is so much distressed, and begged me to 
try and persuade you to come home. Shoni came in 
the gig with me, and will walk home with Dai. Miss 
Nesta said she was sure you would not leave Dai, 
so I shall not try to persuade you.” 

Tola’s eyes filled with tears, but she only shook 
her head, not trusting her voice to speak. Mean- 
while Mr. Roberts had shaken hands warmly with 
Tolo and Iola, and then looking straight into Dai’s 
honest eyes said: 

*“My dear fellow! What shall I say to show you 
my sympathy? I am sure you have been falsely 
convicted and wrongfully accused, and this cruel 
treatment makes me quite ashamed of the stupid 
prejudice of the justices. Try not to mind it. It 
will soon be over. To suffer wrongfully is no disgrace. 
I need not remind you Who is your example in that. 
And this trial has at least shown that you are possessed 
of one treasure that few can boast of.” 

‘‘What is that, sir?” said Dai. 

“The true love of two human beings. I think I 
would willingly sit in the stocks for two hours to make 
sure of such a precious thing!” 

“Yes, indeed, I have been thinking of that ever 
since I have been sitting here,’ said Dai. 

“* Here come the children,”’ said Iola, ‘‘and here come 
the men to unlock these dreadful things.” 

The stocks were unlocked and Dai’s hands and feet 
liberated, but he shrank so evidently from putting 
one foot on the ground, that Iola asked the cause, 
and when Dai explained, her tender pity knew no 
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bounds, and having examined the angry inflamed 
wound, she bound it gently with her handkerchief. 
While she still knelt over her labour of love, the children 
returned with pinafores and frocks laden with cowslips ; 
the boys carrying branches of elder which they threw 
down in front of Dai, almost burying Iola in their 
luxuriance. 

Dai gently pushed the constable aside. 

““Let me stay a little while longer for me to keep 
your promise to the children, Iola,”’ he said; and, 
resting his foot on the stocks: ‘Come along, little 
ones,” he said, “‘and let’s see what pretty things we 
can make.” 

The children crowded round and Mr. Roberts and 
Hugh Gwythern joined the group, changing the scene 
entirely from one of shame and punishment to one 
of pleasant rural gaiety. The children laughed and 
cheered, and the constables walked away indignantly. 

‘““He’ll go out poaching again soon, I should think,” 
they said, “if this is his punishment! Put in the 
stocks, indeed! And gentlemen and ladies coming 
to sit with him. Ach a fi!” 

Ball after ball of the golden cowslips were thrown 
off by Dai, and next came the whistles, or “‘ wheets”’, 
as the boys called them. At last, when all were satis- 
fied, Hugh went down to the “Lamb Inn”’, and got 
out the gig in readiness, while Dai walked slowly 
down the street, limping a good deal. Iola walked 
close beside him, Iolo and Mr. Roberts following. 
It must be confessed that Hugh felt a kind of dazed 
shyness, as he waited at the corner of the ‘‘Lamb” 

ard. 

“Well, I never thought I should assist at a ceremony 
of this sort,”’ he murmured, as Dai and his friends 
approached, but he felt ashamed of this sentiment, 
as he observed the perfect absence of all false shame 
in Iolo and Iola. 

““Now’ Miss Iola, let me lift — into the gig,” 
he said. 
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“No, not me,” said Iola, ‘“‘but Dai; he can never 
walk home with that bad foot. Iolo will drive him 
in the gig if you will allow him, and you and I can 
ride and tie on Lofty.” 

Dai expostulated, but was at last persuaded to get 
into the gig. 

“‘And Mister Lloyd to drive him; well, indeed!” 
said the loungers. ’ 

““Good-bye, good-bye!” called the children after 
Dai, while Iolo smiled and patted their heads. 

“Will you come again to Caermadoc?”’ they asked, 
still waving ‘‘Good-byes’’. 

»» Dai turned round and bade them a smiling good-bye. 

Iola was soon safe on her pillion on Lofty’s back, 
and after they had quite left the town Dai turned 
to Iolo and asked with a shudder: 

‘“*Will I ever come to Caermadoc again, Iolo?” 

Iolo looked straight before him, with knitted brows 
and a saddened look, and said: ‘‘If God wills, Dai.” 


CHAPTER XXI 
“THE BIDDING’ 


On the morning of the day in which the events 
recorded in the last chapter occurred, Hugh and his 
uncle took their way through the shady lanes towards 
the top of the hill, where, embowered in a little 
grove of trees, stood a humble thatched cottage, 
which seemed to be the centre of attraction to all the 
neighbourhood, for here dwelt Hopcyn John, whose 
only daughter had been married the day before, and 
who was now holding a levée in the shape of a 
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“Bidding”, to which Mr. Gwythern, as well as every 
other householder in the parish, had received a 
printed invitation. The ‘“‘ Bidding-letter” was at that 
time an indispensable accompaniment of every wedding 
amongst the middle and lower classes. Wedding 
presents had not then come into fashion, and the 
“Bidding”? was only a more business-like way of 
helping the young people who were setting off on 
the journey of life together. The quaint epistle was 
in the following words: 


*““DEAR FRIENDS, 

Having lately entered the matrimonial state, 
we are encouraged by our friends to make a 
‘Bidding’, which will be held on Wednesday, the 
28th inst., at our own house, called ‘Culwen’, 
in the parish of Abersethin. Your agreeable 
company on the occasion is humbly solicited, and 
whatever donation you may be pleased to confer 
on us then will be gratefully received, and repaid 
whenever called for. 

““We are, dear friends, 
‘Your obedient servants, 
““THOMAS THOMAS, 
“ELLEN THOMAS. 
(late) JOHN. 


The young man, together with his mother and 
brother, desire that all gifts due to them be 
returned to him on that day, and will be thankful 
for all additional favours. 

The young woman and her father and mother 
and her sister desire that all gifts due to them be 
returned to her on that day and will be thankful, 
with her brothers, for all favours granted. 

N.B.—AII gifts due to the young man’s late 
father, James Thomas, are humbly solicited to 
be repaid. 
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Mr. Gwythern always responded to these insinuating 
invitations, which never varied in form or word, 
and his jovial face and hearty laugh made him always 
a welcome guest; and as he did not decline to taste 
the ‘‘cwrw”’ nor frown at the broad jokes, his presence 
did not throw a shadow over the hilarity of the com- 
pany. As Hugh and he approached the house, they 
found themselves accompanied by an increasing cfowd, 
and when they got within a hundred yards of the house 
they were met and greeted by Hopcyn John himself, 
who came across the farmyard, hat in hand, and with 
a jaunty air put on for the occasion. His grey hair 
hung in long, thin locks round his apple-red face, 
his coat of homespun frieze was of a light greyish 
blue, and was made in the fashion of the dress coat 
of the present day. At the back of his waist were 
two bright brass buttons of the size of half a crown, 
and the tails were ornamented with two more buttons 
of the size of a shilling—a kerseymore waistcoat of 
a pale yellow, knee-breeches of corduroy, and grey- 
blue stockings, and strong shoes well polished 
completed his attire. 

Having bowed low to Mr. Gwythern and Hugh, he 
waved his hat more unceremoniously to the other 
guests, who did not seem to be the least offended or 
hurt at the difference in the greeting accorded to them. 

“Well indeed, sir!’’ said Hopcyn. ‘“Here’s 
pleasure for me and Shan to see you in our poor hole, 
and Nelli and Twm! What will they say? Come 
in, come in,’’ and he continued to exclaim, ‘‘Come 
in, come in,” as he walked in front of them towards 
the house. 

Old men and women and children of all ages 
thronged the yard, but, most of all, the young lads 
and lassies filled the place. The vicar seemed very 
popular with all grades and ages, though very few 
ever went into his church; but this did not trouble 
him much nor interfere with the friendliness which 
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existed between him and his parishioners. 

Before entering the dwelling-house, Hugh and Mr. 
Gwythern were led by Hopcyn a few yards down the 
side of the yard to the “‘cow-house”’, before the door 
of which another crowd had assembled. It was here 
that the real business of the day was transacted. 

The bridegroom already getting anxious, excited 
by his frequent visits to the beer-barrel, greeted every 
fresh comer with loud and boisterous welcome, and 
guided them to the door of the “‘cow-house”’, where 
the bride sat in solitary state. She was dressed in 
the usual Welsh costume of heavy black and red stripe 
upper dress, with an underskirt of black and blue. 
In front of her, and across the doorway, so as to prevent 
anyone from entering, was a board, behind which 
she sat, looking serious and business-like. On the 
board stood a basin of common blue ware, covered over 
with a plate. On this plate each of the guests, as he 
approached the bride and shook hands, wishing her 
‘**Priodas dda’’, placed his wedding gift of money, 
which was not allowed to rest a moment on the plate, 
the bride dexterously raising it and tipping the money 
into the basin, and replacing the empty plate. Six- 
pennies, shillings, half-crowns, and crowns, jingled 
merrily on the plate and followed each other rapidly 
into the basin beneath: and before evening the newly- 
married couple had realised the comfortable little sum 
of twenty pounds; quite a fortune for these simple 
people in those primitive days—sufficient to purchase 
the few bits of furniture necessary to set them up in 
their own little cottage down the valley, and moreover 
to buy that grand desideratum of every peasant 
woman—a cow! 

While Mr. Gwythern chatted with the assembled 
guests, Hugh tried to make himself agreeable to some 
of the merry girls, who crowded the passage and parlour, 
and, judging by the peals of laughter which greeted 
his attempts at making himself understood in Welsh, 
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he was not wholly unsuccessful. There was a little 
stir in the yard, and he heard a sweet, bright voice 
which, alas, was getting much too familiar to him, 
and how much too dear! 

“Well, Nelli, we have come to wish you ‘Priodas 
dda’.’” The clear tones were accompanied by Mrs. 
Morgan’s hearty voice, and the jingling sound of money. 
Hugh heard it through the open parlour-window, and 
soon made his way through the crowd to where Nesta 
and her grandmother were standing at the ‘“‘cow- 
house’? door. More bows from Hopcyn John, and 
more compliments and thanks, as the ladies made 
their way into the dwelling-house, for Hopcyn and 
Shan would have felt themselves much aggrieved if 
anyone had left without tasting the “‘cwrw”’ and cakes 
prepared for the occasion. 

Mrs. Morgan was delighted to see the vicar and Hugh, 
and Nesta’s eyes brightened as she shook hands. She 
had donned her white muslin frock in honour of the 
occasion, and her broad-brimmed Tuscan hat was 
adorned with a bunch of wild roses, gathered in the 
lanes as she came to the “‘Bidding’’. Hugh thought 
her a vision of loveliness and thanked his stars that 
had put it into his head to accompany his uncle this 
morning. While he was speaking to Nesta, the bride- 
groom came up, and, giving Hugh a friendly thump 
in the back, said something to Nesta which sent the 
blood rushing over her face. 

*“What is he saying?’’ said Hugh, laughing, and 
still feeling a tingling in his back. 

“Oh, nothing!” said Nesta, turning away; and 
she tried to get up a conversation with one of the 
boisterous lassies, who had made acquaintance with 
Hugh in the parlour. He did not press the subject, 
as he saw it would distress her, and as Mrs. Morgan 
was leaving, Hugh and Mr. Gwythern accompanied 
them. Down the long lanes they went together towards 
the shore, Hugh and Nesta walking side by side, and 
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conversing more familiarly and intimately than they 
had hitherto done. Hugh still remembered the cloud 
that had fallen on the day before; but intoxicated 
by Nesta’s presence, he gave way to his present 
happiness without thinking of the future. As they 
passed under the wild roses together, Nesta drew in a 
long breath of delight. 

“The sweet scents and sounds!’’ she exclaimed, 
*“*and the lovely blue sky! How can people say that 
this is a dull, dark world, at least—I mean,”’ she said, 
**the dullness and the darkness belong to our mistakes 
and our faults. Don’t you think so, Mr. Hugh? 
Iolo and Iola are never dull.” 

‘*Perhaps,”’ said Mr. Hugh, “they have never had 
anything to vex them. How will they feel when Mr. 
Powell, of Pentre, turns out all their beloved 
islanders ?”’ 

“IT cannot believe,’’ said Nesta, “‘that he will do 
such a thing! It seems too cruel. That would make 
Iolo and Iola unhappy. Yes, indeed! It would make 
me miserable too.” 

‘* Are you so wrapped up in these poor people, too?” 
said Hugh. ‘‘When will you take me to see them? 
Remember, you have promised.” 

“T will, any day, if I shall, with my grandmother.” 

*““Oh!. Mrs. Morgan; can she walk so far, and 
is she coming with us?” 

Nesta laughed so heartily that the vicar and Mrs. 
Morgan looked round, and she stopped shyly. 

“Oh, dear! dear!’’ she said, laughing; “that is 
my bad English. What would the Miss Hugheses 
say, after trying to teach me three whole years? But, 
Mr. Hugh,” she said, with a sudden seriousness; “‘I 
can speak properly, you know; I ought to have said, 
if my grandmother will allow me.”’ 

“Oh, is that it?’’ said Hugh; ‘‘but it would be a 
pity for you to lose your Welsh accent. I like it,” 
he said, looking consciously in her face. 
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“Do you?” said Nesta, with equal consciousness. 
“But still I ought to speak English as the English 
speak it. Now you shall see how well I can speak it. 
I think my gwandmother and Mistar Gwytharn have 
forgotten the turning; now we shall be obliged to 
gow howm through the potito field.” 

“Stop, please, Miss Nesta! Don’t, don’t, I beseech 
you, adopt that dreadful twang; I should miss the 
dear old Welsh accent too much.” 

“Do you like it, too? Indeed, indeed 

“Yes, indeed, indeed!” said Hugh, imitating her. 
“TI think it is charming, but then perhaps it is only 
because it is your accent. Certainly I don’t think 
it is charming when Martha at the vicarage speaks.” 

Nesta blushed, and looked a little embarrassed ; 
and, pointing to where the sea stretched blue and 
sparkling in the morning sun, she said: 

“Isn’t it beautiful? Although | I see it every day 
of my life, it always seems new.’ 

When they came to the turning in the road leading 
to Tygwyn they saw a woman coming up the dusty 
road to meet them, running a few steps, and then 
stopping to take breath. 

*““An even walk would take her much quicker on 
her way,” said Hugh. 

“J believe it is Bet Bullet,” said Nesta, shading 

her eyes with her hand. “Yes, it is. What can. 
be the matter ?”’ 
_ The woman had just met Mr. Gwythern and Mrs. 
Morgan, and was evidently telling them some tale 
of sorrow, as she frequently wiped her eyes with her 
tattered blue apron; but it did not seem to make 
much impression on Mr. Gwythern, who went on 
twirling his stick, while Mrs. Morgan stopped a moment. 
to point to Nesta and Hugh. 

“Oh! Miss Nesta fach!’? sobbed the woman, as. 
she came nearer, and she poured forth her tale how 
Dai, the dearest boy in the world, had been taken 
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away in the night by the constables, and how it was 
all a mistake, for he had never been a poacher, and 
how Iolo and Iola had followed him, and none of them 
had returned, so there was no knowing what they 
would do to poor Dai. ‘‘You see, the ‘Great People’ 
do hate us so!”’ 

Nesta clasped her hands, while the tears filled her 
eyes. 

Oh, what shall I do?” she exclaimed; ‘‘ what 
shall I do? My grandmother will only laugh at me! 
Oh, that I had wings to fly to my dear friends! What 
can it be?” 

“TI wonder if I could be of any use,” said Hugh. 
Shall I drive in my uncle’s gig to Caermadoc, and see 
what I can do?” 

“Will you, indeed, indeed?” said Nesta. ‘Oh, 
I am so thankful, but I’m afraid Mr. Gwythern will 
not lend his gig.” 

“Leave that to me,” said Hugh. ‘Good-bye,’ 
and he pressed her hand and fancied that she returned 
the pressure. 

In a few moments he had caught his uncle and, 
taking the bull by the horns, said: 

“Uncle, will you lend me the gig to go in to Caermadoc 
to do a little commission for Miss Nesta?” 

Mr. Gwythern consented at once, having already 
forgotton Bet Bullet’s story and her tears. 

There was a warm glow in Hugh’s heart as he started 
in a surprisingly short time from the vicarage yard; 
driving first to Morfa, where he found Miss Anna Mary 
in a state of great uneasiness about her nephew and 
niece. 

“Send them home, Mr. Hugh,” she said, “and 
take Shoni with you to walk home with Dai.” 

Life seemed fair and sweet to Hugh, and everything 
wore a face of golden happiness, as he and Shoni 
proceeded up the hill. He whipped up Malen, who 
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had never before been driven at such a pace and seemed 
rather to enjoy the novelty. . 

Meanwhile Nesta went about her household duties 
that day with a heart that not even her friend’s trouble 
could quite darken. She did not ask herself what 
this happiness meant, she knew only that life seemed 
to her more full of light and beauty than ever. A 
pensive look came over her face as she murmured: 
“What news will he bring? Nothing bad about 
poor Dai, I hope. I know he has done nothing wrong 
at all events, and Hugh will make it all right for 
Iolo and Iola.’”? And again she covered her face 
with her hands as she felt the blushes rising. 


CHAPTER XXII 
ANN POWELL’S HISTORY 


Mr. William Owen, of Twrygraig, rode home from 
the justices’ meeting in a decidedly bad temper. 
Things had not gone as he had wished they would; 
he would have liked to mete out to poor Dai the hardest 
measure of punishment that the law would allow, 
but he could not stand against the impression made 
upon his fellow-magistrates by the prisoner’s honest 
face and Iolo’s earnest truthful manner, not to mention 
Tola’s beauty, which was of that fair type often called 
‘“‘angelic’’, and calculated to impress the rough, coarse 
nature of men whose lives were dominated by cir- 
cumstances of extreme materialism. It is true they 
all went to church on Sunday; but further than that 
no thoughts of anything above the cares of their farms, 
or sports, and the gross pleasures of eating and drinking, 
especially the latter, ever crossed their minds; or 
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if they did, they were quickly dispelled by a tankard 
of “‘cwrw”’ or a bottle of port. Such men could not 
appreciate characters like Iolo and Iola’s, but still 
they were unconsciously influenced by their earnest- 
ness. and purity. Their simple manners, their clear 
truthful eyes, seemed to compel belief and respect, 
and William Owen found himself overpowered by the 
wishes of those around him, and thus the prisoner 
escaped with a punishment which he would gladly 
have made doubly severe. He did not stop to inquire 
into the justice of his suspicions; there was the hare, 
Dai had been caught carrying it, and there was an 
end of the matter. That Nesta and her friends were 
interested in him made no difference to this hard 
sullen nature, unless it was to make hiin a little 
more bitter. 

As he walked up the street to get his horse, he had 
seen Dai in the stocks, with Iola kneeling down before 
. him, bandaging his ankle; he had seen the children 
too, carrying flowers and branches of green as though 
for some festive decoration, and he and his ‘‘ brother 
justices’’ had laughed boisterously together at the scene. 

‘““What is Miss Anna Mary thinking about,”’ said 
William Owen, ‘‘to let those mad children do just 
as they please? If I were in her place, I would lock 
them up till they came to a better frame of mind.” 

“Yes,’’ said Mr. Powell, who had two giddy girls 
at home to manage, “‘and a box on the ear would do 
them no harm, though, by George, the girl is pretty! 
I had no idea they were such very er-er-er, well, un- 
common-looking children.” ‘ 

“Children !”? said William Owen. “‘I tell you they 
go about their business as if there were no one else 
in the world but just themselves and those rascally 
Bullets they make such a fuss about. They nurse 
them when they are sick, they teach their children, 
and I believe they preach and pray with them— 
ridiculous !”” 
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“Well,” said Mr. Powell, “they won’t have the 
islanders to coddle up much longer, for I am going 
to drive the rats from their holes at once. The notices 
are made out, and will be served to-morrow or the 
day after.” 

This last piece of news somewhat comforted William 
Owen as he bade his friend good-bye, and began his 
journey towards Abersethin. . 

“*T will add another to that crowd of rats, I will 
by G—d! I have long thought of it, and now she 
shall go,” he muttered to himself. ‘‘Nesta’s pretty 
eyes will be red, and her rosy lips will pout, but never 
mind, she must learn that I am the master in my 
own home.” 

As he spoke he stopped at the office of Mr. Oliver 
Hughes, one of the many lawyers who lived at Caer- 
madoc, and throve on the Welsh love of litigation. 

‘“*Can you draw me out a ‘Notice to quit’ at once,” 
he asked. “I want to take it with me, and leave it 
with that old witch, Modryb Ann?” 

‘““Modryb Ann?” said the lawyer in a tone of surprise. 
“Are you going to give her notice to quit?” 

“Ves, I am,’’ said William Owen, with a sullen, 
dogged look. “Is there any reason why I should not? 
She has become a nuisance; for ever at my back 
door, and if she is refused anything she scow!s and 
mutters and curses. Let her go with the Bullets!” 

““Where are they going to?”’ asked Mr. Hughes. 

“JT don’t know, nor care; but Powell, of Pentre, 
is giving them all notice to quit, and let them go to 
the devil all together.” 

““Well,”’ said the lawyer, ‘“‘it does not seem to me 
worth while to remove them. If they are such lawless 
creatures, as it is the fashion to call them, I never 
see anything of it; quiet, inoffensive people, I should 
call them; but, of course, Mr. Powell knows his 
own business best, and you, of course, too. Here 
is the notice.” 
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“Well, I think,’’ said William Owen sullenly, ‘“‘that 
both he and I are capable of managing our own affairs,” 
and he laughed one of his cold, sarcastic laughs, which 
never seemed to give pleasure to himself or his hearers. 

After he had left, a gentleman who had been sitting 
by the window reading a paper asked: 

““Why did you seem to object to his giving that 
old witch a notice to quit? My children and servants 
will be glad to hear of it. They always go round 
by the Quarry when they go down to the shore, through 
fear of her, and certainly she does look a most uncanny 
old creature !”’ 

‘““Oh, there are plenty of that kind about,” said 
the lawyer, who was a man of feeling and tender- 
hearted. ‘“‘You are a new-comer, and you scarcely 
know yet what poverty and misery there is among 
the poor here. They never beg, seldom complain, 
but suffer silently from birth till death, and as they 
lose health, and youth, and friends, they sink into 
a state little better than that of an animal or else 
rise to a sublime patience and unselfishnes, which 
gives one an idea of what angelic goodness may be!” 

““Come, Hughes,” said his friend, “‘Idid not know 
that you were such an enthusiast!” 

““As for Modryb Ann,” said Hughes, ‘‘she is, as 
you say, an uncanny sort of creature, and I don’t 
think that witch is a very wrong name for her; but 
those who remember her as I do, a young and handsome 
woman, cannot help pitying her now, and Mr. William 
Owen should remember that it was his father who 
tempted her from the paths of virtue; she was a hand- 
some farmer’s daughter when he first came across 
her path, and began courting her. Robert Owen took 
advantage of her confidence. He was seldom seen 
at fair or market without Ann Powell; everyone 
thought he would forget his family name and marry 
her, and I am certain she thought so, too—any way 
it ended by his installing her at Twrygraig as its 
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mistress, but not as his wife! In less than a year 
he went abroad, and in a few months wrote to my 
father, who was his legal adviser, to say he was about 
to be married to a young lady of good family and 
fortune, but not very good health, and he begged 
my father to see that his housekeeper, Ann Powell, 
was removed and provided for. “Give her a cottage 
somewhere,’ he said, ‘the further off the better, and 
arrange some settlement for her which shall keep her 
from want.’ ” 

‘“What a brute!’’ said the gentleman, “and how 
did she take it?” 

‘Well, that is the strange part of the whole business,” 
said Mr. Hughes. ‘‘My father expected tears and sobs 
and hysterics, but he was quite unprepared for the 
strange manner in which she took that notice to quit. 
I forgot to tell you that a child had lately been born to 
her; she clutched her child, while my father tried to 
break the cruel message to her gently; she turned 
deadly pale, but with a supreme effort she kept down 
every other sign of anger or feeling, and drawing her 
red shawl tightly around her and her baby, she stood 
as though on the point of leaving the house at once; 

** “But you need not go directly,’ said my father. 

** “At once!’ she said, ‘only answer my question 
as if you were on your deathbed, and the next word 
you spoke would be in another world.’ 

““ *T will,” said my father. 

** “Ts he married ?’ 

** “To-day is his wedding-day.’ 

** “Did he send me any kind message?’ 

** “No, except that you were to have a cottage, and 
a small yearly sum settled upon you, to keep you above 
want, and I have brought the first instalment,’ said 
my father, laying the money on the table. 

‘*She snatched the cloth that covered the table, so 
that the money rolled upon the ground. 

** ‘Tell him I never touched his money, and never 
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will,’ she said, and rushed wildly from the house, 
with her baby clasped in her arms. 

‘“*They thought at first that she had run over the cliffs 
to drown herself, but as my father drove home, he 
found she had taken refuge in that wretched cottage 
where she still lives. It was a miserable tumble- 
down hut, and what repairs have been done to it have 
been done with her own hands.” 

‘And this is the history of that miserable old 
woman,”’ said the stranger. ‘“‘How sad!” 

“Well, not quite all,’ said Mr. Hughes. ‘‘When 
Robert Owen brought his wife home to Twrygraig, 
he was much annoyed at finding Ann Powell living 
so near him, as the cottage being so close to the road, 
he could never pass that way without seeing her; 
but strange to say, he let her remain there, trusting, 
I suppose, to his wife’s ignorance of the Welsh language 
to keep her unacquainted with his former evil ways. 
My father thought, too, that he was afraid of her, 
afraid of her evil eye, and that her bewitchments 
might injure his child as yet unborn. Anyway, there 
Ann remained, until one evil day, when the opportunity 
occurred which she had been waiting for. He was 
riding past her house alone, when she rushed out of 
her cottage, and, giving way to her temper, which 
had always been wild and ungovernable, she upbraided 
him with angry words mixed with tears and sobs, 
and to emphasise her words held up before him her 
child, a baby about six months old. Mr. Owen, 
annoyed at her thrusting herself in front of his horse, 
pushed her rather roughly aside. (This was his account 
of it to my father, and I believe the true one.) Some- 
how she missed her footing and fell, and the horse, 
being frightened, reared and came down with his hoof, 
on to the child’s head. When she rose from the ground 
and found her baby still and white, her brain seemed 
to give way, and her screams and imprecations were 
dreadful to hear. Mr. Owen rode on to the next farm, 
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and sent some people to her help, but for days, and even 
weeks, she had to be watched and restrained; her 
baby, of course, was buried while she was in this 
state; and as time went on, she gradually calmed 
down to a state of sullen malignant hatred of her 
kind, which seems to have grown upon her ever since. 
Her hatred of her former lover was so great that the 
sight of even one of his horses or dogs would rouse 
her old frenzy, and it was firmly believed that she 
would have murdered him had not his sudden death 
taken him out of her reach. The death of Mr. Owen, 
soon after the birth of the present owner of Twrygraig, 
whom you have just seen, appeared to have satisfied 
her vengeance in a great measure, but I do not think 
there is any love lost between her and William Owen. 
There !”? said Mr. Hughes, rising, “I have given you 
one of our county gossips; I hope I have not tired 
you too much.” 

“No, no,” said the stranger. ‘“‘I have been much 
interested, and I shall not soon forget Modryb Ann’s 
sad story.” 


CHAPTER XXIII 
AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE 


In the meantime William Owen had been steadily 
riding homewards, his mind full of plans and arrange- 
ments; he would pull down that ramshackle cottage, 
which had always been a disgrace to his property, 
and take this site into the hayfield which lay behind 
it; as for Modryb Ann, the neighbourhood would be 
well rid of her, and he wondered why he had allowed 
her to remain so long in a cottage of his. 

“She was always a sort of silent reproach to my 
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father’s memory,”’ thought he, ‘‘though I don’t believe 
half they say about it.” 

At a turn of the road he saw Iolo and Dai driving 
in Mr. Gwythern’s gig, and spurring his horse he soon 
passed them, with a sneering bow to Iolo. 

Modryb Ann, unconscious of any fresh event awaiting 
her, pursued the routine of her wretched existence. 
Her mid-day meal of cawl being over at twelve, at 
four o’clock she began to feel hungry, and going to 
the cupboard in the wall she took out a jug of cold 
tea, which Miss Anna Mary laid by for her every day, 
and warming it on the few embers which smouldered 
on the stone hearth, she searched amongst her stores 
for the usual accompaniments of bread and butter, 
but found only a crust of barley bread. 

“That ‘Andras’ has taken the bit of butter,’’ she 
said, and the black cat, evidently rendered cowardly 
by a guilty conscience, flew under the bed, from which 
his mistress tried in vain to eject him by striking 
fiercely with her crutch-stick. 

When the tea was sufficiently heated she sat down 
to her wretched meal of weak tea without sugar or 
milk, with a slice of barley bread; the loss of her 
butter had roused her anger, and as she ate shestruck 
the empty cupboard door with her stick, muttering 
oaths and curses as she munched her hard crust. She 
had borne her poverty and misery through the day 
with her usual stolid endurance, but this dry and 
wretched meal seemed the climax of her woes, and 
the poor darkened soul melted into tears, which trickled 
down and dropped into her lap. When she had finished 
her meal she stooped down, and drew from underneath 
the bed a black box, begrimed with dust, and lifting 
the lid began to take out and unfold some small articles 
of baby apparel. First came the little frock and pina- 
fore, and then a tiny pair of socks, all of which were 
crooned over and kissed with many tears and sobs, 
mixed, alas! with curses. Suddenly a horse’s step 
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stopped at the door, which was rudely flung open, 
and a man’s voice said, “‘Hello ” the usual greeting 
in Wales. 

Modryb Ann quickly huddled the small garments 
into the black box, and straightening herself up pre- 
pared to receive a visitor. When she saw who it was 
a look of hatred came into her face, and her fingers 
trembled as if longing to spring at him. 

‘““What dost want here?” she said, in a low hissing 
tone. ‘“‘Hast come to watch my poverty, to see me 
eating dry bread, who ought to be sitting at a full 
board! To see me wearing rags, who ought to be 
in silks and velvets?”’ 

William Owen laughed sarcastically as he answered: 

‘**They would become thee well, Modryb!”’ 

“Ha, they would! They would be more fitting 
than these rags, and they would be my clothing if 
it had not been for thee and thy white-faced mother. 
Get out, get out before I put thee out,” she cried, 
her voice almost rising into a shriek, as she pointed 
her trembling stick to the door. 

“Quiet, witch,’? said William Owen, taking the 
notice from his pocket, ‘‘and read that. There! It 
is a notice to quit, dost hear? And in three months 
be out of this hut, or I will pull it down about thine 
ears.” 

These words seemed to fill up the measure of her 
endurance; she screamed and laughed, and poured 
out dreadful curses, as William Owen walked slowly 
out of the cottage. To do him justice he was no 
coward, but the screams and ravings of the maniac— 
for such undoubtedly she was at times—made him 
shudder; he closed the door upon the poor woman, 
and was glad to be out in the fresh summer air again; 
and.as he rode away he could still hear her shrieking 
and laughing until he had turned out of the high 
road. 

He tried to forget Modryb Ann’s imprecations, as 
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he turned his horse’s head towards Tygwyn. 

“Now, I wonder if I shall find the young witch 
as bitter as the old one,”’ he said, as he alighted at 
the porch, and having fastened his horse to the trellis, 
walked into the cool passage, and pushed open the hall 
door with his riding whip. Here he saw Mrs. Morgan 
enjoying her afternoon nap, while Nesta sat, as usual 
in the afternoons, at her spinning wheel. It was 
characteristic of William Owen that he did not try 
to lower his voice, though he saw Mrs. Morgan was 
sleeping, but spoke in his usual rough manner. 

*“Well, Nesta. And how is the spinning getting 
on? You must have yards and yards of napery some- 
where in store, for you are always spinning flax.” 

**Always!”? she said; ‘“‘no, indeed! Only in the 
afternoons, and grandmother always likes our linen 
spun at home, you know, though many people think 
us old-fashioned now, I dare say.” 

“‘Ah, well; we are all old-fashioned country people, 
you see, Nesta. You would have to get out of all 
your simple country ways if you ever lived in a town, 
but that you would never wish to do, I am sure, at 
least I hope so, and that leads me to tell you the object 
of my visit here to-day. Nesta! You must guess it! 
I see by your face that you do. You know how long 
I have loved you, and you know as well as I do how 
much your grandmother wishes that you and I should 
be married; she has always counted upon it, and so 
have I—and you have always given me to understand 
that you had no objection.” 

“Stop, stop, William, do!” said Nesta, changing 
from red to white, and then to burning red again. 
“Indeed, indeed, you must not speak like that to me. 
I'cannot leave my grandmother, and besides, I do not 
wish to think of such a thing yet—I am too young.” 

William Owen looked at her under his black brows, 
and Nesta bent her head over a knot in her thread. 

“Do you mean that you have changed in your feelings 
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and intentions?’’? he said, and Nesta thought she 
detected a threatening tone in his speech. 

‘““No,” she answered, with more spirit, “‘I don’t 
think I have changed at all in my feelings towards 
you, William. They are now what they have always 
been—I have always loved you as a cousin. Haven’t 
you always been as kind to me as if you wére my 
brother? I don’t forget all your kindness to me, 
William, and I will always love you as a cousin.” 

““And if I am satisfied with that love, why should 
you object, Nesta? You never did before!” 

“You never asked me before, and whatever I may 
have felt, I am sure now that that is not enough love 
to feel for the man you marry.” 

Again the sarcastic laugh, which always seemed 
to irritate his hearers. 

“Why do you laugh?” said Nesta, flushing and 
tossing her brown head. 

‘Because it amuses me to hear you suddenly turned 
moraliser,’? said her cousin. ‘“‘I will not believe that 
you can be so dishonourable, Nesta, as to refuse me 
now, after having led me on for years to think of you 
as my future wife. You know it was tacitly under- 
stood between us that we were to be married as soon— 
as soon x 

*“As soon as you found it convenient to ask me!” 
said Nesta, regaining her good humour. “Nonsense, 
William, do let us go on as we always have.” 

*“‘Tt is my turn to ask if you find it a laughing matter 
now ?”’ said William Owen. ‘“‘Give me a plain answer, 
Nesta, will you be my wife or not?” 

She shook her head. ‘“‘I cannot, William; do not 
ask me again.” 

‘J will not promise that,”’ he said, rising and opening 

the door, while Mrs. Morgan still slept on. 
“Good-bye now, Nesta; think of what I have 
said.” 

When he had gone, Mrs. Morgan opened one eye, 
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and looked at Nesta, who was tugging at her thread 
with unnecessary energy; her grandmother watched 
her for some time attentively, and then asked: 

““What was William Owen saying, Nesta?” 

“Oh! Hecame in on his way home from the justices’ 
meeting.” 

“Did he tell what business they did there to-day ?”’ 

“No, grannie.” 

A long pause. 

‘“What did he say, then?” 

‘**Grandmother !”’.said Nesta, annoyed, and yet 
amused, ‘‘didn’t you hear what he said ?”’ 

‘**Wasn’t I asleep, child?”’ said Mrs. Morgan. 

“J thought I saw one eye open, grannie.”’ 

‘Well, if I did! He talked so loud and woke me; 
and I fancied I heard you speak very pertly to him.” 

“Pertly? Oh, no, indeed,” said Nesta; ‘“‘but you 
know he asked me to marry him, and I had to be 
firm, and tell him plainly that that can never be.” 

“Never be!” said Mrs. Morgan; “what do you 
mean, Nesta? Haven’t you been engaged to him 
ever since you were fifteen; five years ago now, come 
harvest time, and you turning round now, and refusing 
to keep your promise ’’ And she straightened herself 
in her chair, and looked at Nesta severely. 

“Engaged to him! Promised! Grandmother, what 
do you mean?” said Nesta, looking distressed. ‘I 
have never heard of such a thing until to-day, I mean 
from you or William, and I have never considered it 
seriously, and never had an opportunity of making 
him understand plainly what I felt; I could not refuse 
him until he asked me, could I?” 

“That is all very well,”’ said Mrs. Morgan stiffly, 
“but, certainly, I am thinking you have treated the 
man badly. I have always been looking forward to 
your marrying William, and you must have known 
well that that was my great wish and intention.” 

Nesta could not feel quite at ease under the old 
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lady’s scrutinising eye, for she felt that it was true 
that she had grown up with the idea that her grand- 
mother’s wish was that she should marry William 
Owen; but she had always dismissed the thought 
from her mind as soon as possible, and as in her sheltered 
life she had never met with anyone to stir the depths 
of her heart, she had been indifferent to the plans 
formed concerning her; but latterly it had been 
different. 

Almost unknown to herself she had surrendered her 
heart to Hugh Gwythern, and now she was over- 
whelmed with a mixture of feelings. First, there 
was the annoyance of William Owen’s proposal, her 
grandmother’s anger, and worst of all, the lurking 
fear that she had given her heart unsought; this was 
the crowning misery, and she suddenly put up her 
hands to cover her face, and burst into tears. 

““Twt-twt!’? said Mrs. Morgan, beginning to bustle 
about to get the tea ready. “‘Don’t cry about it! 
Nobody is going to force you into marrying! William 
Owen is not a man who needs to go a-begging for a 
wife, and it will serve you right, if he soon brings 
one home to Twrygraig.” 

Nesta sat still for some time thinking, and wiping 
away her tears; to have angered William Owen was 
trouble to her, as he had always shown her the best 
side of his nature, and though she did not love him, 
she felt a certain affection for him, born of companion- 
ship and relationship; to have vexed her grandmother 
also grieved her heart, but the thought that she had 
been perhaps unmaidenly, in thus giving her heart 
before it was asked for, hung like a heavy cloud over 
her. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 
DOUBTS AND FEARS 


Nesta took comfort in the thought that her secret 
was her own, and that she could suffer in silence. 

“He shall never know,” she said to herself as she 
put her wheel away; ‘“‘never! never! unless——” 
Here her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a 
horse’s foot in the yard, followed immediately after- 
wards by the entrance of Iola. The two girls ran towards 
each other, and Iola’s eyes were wet when she loosened 
Nesta from her warm embrace. 

Mrs. Morgan came in with her usual hospitable 
greetings. ‘‘Now, my dear, you must stop and have a 
cup of tea, it is so seldom you are coming here. I see 
Mr. Hugh is putting Lofty in the stable; he will be 
sure to come on.” 

Nesta felt the blood mount to her face, but managed 
to hide her embarrassment from her grandmother, 
while she placed a comfortable chair for Iola, and drew 
the little tea-table nearer to her. 

“Yes, the tide is too high for me to cross the Rock 
Bridge,’ said Iola, “so I thought I would have tea 
with you and then go to Ynysoer, to see how Dai’s foot 
is, and to fetch Iolo; ‘‘and while she drank her tea, she 
told Nesta and Mrs Morgan the story of poor Dai’s 
misfortunes—the old lady, busying herself with her 
tea-table, only occasionally saying, “‘Well, well!” 
or “‘ Ach a fi’?; but Nesta forgot her own sorrow, in pity 
for Dai and sympathy with Iola. Hugh soon came in, 
and Mrs, Morgan was up again arranging a place for 
him at the tea-table. 

“Come you,” she said, “‘come you! You will feel 
quite fresh when you have had a cup of tea and a slice 
or two of this ham.” and she loaded his plate with the 
best of her fare. 
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Hugh, nothing loth, directed his attentions to the 
viands, as he had eaten nothing all day since breakfast, 
but his hunger did not prevent his noticing at once the 
signs of trouble in Nesta’s face. After greeting him 
pleasantly, she continued her conversation with Iola, 
avoiding Hugh’s eyes as much as possible, and as his 
hunger diminished he was absorbed by a far greater 
uneasiness, namely, a fear that he had offended her by 
pressing her hand. . 

“And yet I fancied that she had returned it slightly,” 
he was thinking inwardly, while outwardly he was 
engaged in giving Mrs. Morgan a graphic account of the 
day’s adventures. He had no chance of any conver- 
sation with Nesta, as she seemed taken up with Iola’s 
story. When the latter had finished her tea, and said she 
must go, Hugh felt his day had been disappointing, 
though he could scarcely tell what he had expected. 

“T am going to ask you if Shoni or Shemi may take 
Lofty down to Morfa,”’ said Iola “‘and say I am quite 
safe, and will be home with Iolo as soon as I have seen 
Dai’s foot properly dressed. Nesta, you are so clever at 
dressing wounds, the tide is down now, and Mr. Hugh 
has been so kind, I am sure he will be still kinder 
end come with us, and bring you safely back to 
Tygwyn.” : 

**Most certainly ,”’ said Hugh ;“‘I shall be delighted to 
be of use.” 

He tried to disguise his pleasure at the proposal, 
by speaking with stiff politeness, and Nesta’s objections 
were quite overruled by her grandmother’s orders. It 
had never entered Mrs. Morgan’s head that Hugh, a 
gentleman who had seen the world, and been to college, 
and spoke with such a fine English accent should 
be attracted by her simple Welsh grand-daughter, 
otherwise she would not have been so ready to give her 
consent. She even went so far as to send Nesta a little 
pot of ‘‘marigold” ointment, made by her own hands. 

** That will set him all right,” she said; “I never saw 
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the wound yet that that ointment would not cure.” 

Nesta tied on her hat, and stood ready to accompany 
her friend, while Hugh took from Mrs. Morgan the 
scarlet cloak, which she insisted upon Nesta’s having. 

“The evening air is always cool here, with the sea 
wind,” she said. ‘“‘Good-bye, Iola, my dear! good-bye, 
Mr. Hugh—but I shall see you again.” 

Nesta gently tried to take the red cloak from Hugh 
as they walked down the lane to the shore, but he 
held it tightly, and with a pleading look said: 

“Let me carry it, unless you want to wear it.” 

“Oh, no, I don’t think I shall want that at all.” 

*“The wind blows strong over the Rock Bridge, even 
in summer,” said Iola, ‘“‘and this evening is no 
exception ; see how those waves rush up the rocks, and 
how the spray is blown back.” 

Iola was the most talkative of the party, Nesta being 
still oppressed wth the feeling that she had been “‘too 
forward.”” Hugh was silent too. He could no longer 
hide from himself that Nesta had his heart wholly and 
entirely in her keeping, although she knew it not. The 
memory of his vow lay deep below the surface, but he 
hugged his treasured love to his heart all the more closely 
for the knowledge that he must give it up. 

“‘For once, for this evening only, let me be happy 
with her,” he said, “‘and then I will give her up—it 
—it will not hurt her. She only feels a passing friend- 
ship for me, I am sure’”’—and he gave himself up to the 
delight of being beside her, of hearing her talk, and 
even sometimes of holding her hand in his, while he 
helped her over the rough places on the Rock Bridge. 

She laughed shyly once or twice, as he insisted upon 
guiding her and Jola round the rock pools. 

“Well, indeed, Iola! What shall we do when Mr. 
Hugh is gone? We shall have to help ourselves again.” 

“Yes,” said Iola, smiling, “‘but Iolo always insists 
upon helping me in one or two places, though there is 
not the least necessity.” 
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“When I am gone,” said Hugh, “‘you will get on 
very well, I have no doubt; but I shall often think of 
Abersethin and of all the kindness I have met with 
here.” 

“Are you going very soon?” said Iola. ‘‘ You have 
never been to Ynysoer yet.” 

““T am coming now,” said Hugh. ‘‘Miss Nesta has 
promised over and over again to introduce me to your 
island ; but——” 

‘*Yes, indeed,”” said Nesta, ‘“‘but whenever I had 
settled to do so, something seemed to come and 
prevent it.” 

Hugh looked at her, and in the fading light he 
fancied she looked pale and sad. Could it be that the 
thought of his going had caused that change? But no! 
Hugh had no vanity in his character, and he dismissed 
the thought at once. 

‘““But when are you going?”’ persisted Iola. 

““You seem determined I shall go some time, Miss 
Iola. Well, joking apart, though I don’t like to think 
of it, I must go as soon as I hear of my step-mother’s 
arrival in Bristol.” 

“‘Tolo said you would be going soon.” 

**Did he? I wonder how he knew that.” 

*“Oh! I don’t know exactly how he knows,” said 
Iola, ““and he says he does not know himself how he 
knows.” 

“But he knows!”’ said Nesta. 

** Yes, he knows,’’ said Iola. 

They had now reached the hard sandy beach of 
Ynysoer, stretching like a band of cool grey under the 
rocks and sandhills. The sun was dipping into a bank 
of clouds which ran along the horizon, changing them 
into all the lovely tints of the opal; there were purple 
and grey shadows here and there in the clefts of the rocks 
where the cottages were perched, and as they neared 
these Iola said: 

‘Nesta, do you mind my going on to warn them that 
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you and Mr. Hugh are coming; old Shacki, you know, 
may-not be in a good temper’’—and before they could 
answer she had run on in advance, leaving them to 
follow together. There was an awkward silence, which 
Nesta was the first to break, by some simple remark 
about the sunset. -She had regained her colour, if it 
had not been Hugh’s fancy that she had ever lost it. 

““Yes,”? he said, in answer to her remark “zt is a 
lovely evening, one I shall never forget. Do you often 
come here on summer evenings?” 

“Yes,” said Nesta, ‘‘nearly every evening in summer. 
Iola and Iolo have meetings and classes on the shore or 
in the cave, and I always go if I can—when I shall with 
my grandmother, you know, she added laughingly. 

Hugh smiled too as he asked: ‘‘What meetings?” 

“Oh! all sorts of meetings, sometimes singing and 
sometimes prayer-meetings. Iolo reads to the people 
sometimes an interesting chapter from English history 
or Welsh history, and on Sundays always from the Bible, 
and you cannot think how they have improved the people 
and softened them! There are only two or three men 
on the island who drink too much now, and I have heard 
my grandmother say they were all drunkards and wreckers 
when she was young; but perhaps they were maligned 
then, poor things, as they are now. There is Iola 
waving to us.” 

Hugh felt aggrieved at Iola’s demonstrations, but he 
comforted himself with the thought, “‘ But there is still 
the walk home,’’ 


CHAPTER XXV 
A MOONLIGHT HOUR 
Dai made very light of his wound, and positively 


refused to have it dressed by Iola. ‘‘It will be all 
tight by to-morrow,” he said, ‘“‘but I will put on 
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the ointment Mrs. Morgan has been so kindas to send. 
My foot, anw’] anw’1! it is not worth talking about,” 
and he laughed with a little return of his usual good 
spirits. 

Shacki was profuse in his thanks, with his usual 
Welsh desire to please, but as soon as his visitors 
had left, he began to swear at the “Gentriss.”” 

**T wish thee had never nursed those witch twins,” 
he said, while Nanti Nell stood at the door and waved 
**good-byes”’ after her darlings. 

“It must always be a long visit or a short one to 
Ynysoer,”’ said Iolo, as they retraced their steps along 
the shore. 

**The tide will wait for no man, and the Rock Bridge 
is only left bare for about an hour.” 

“Then, if you don’t return in an hour you must 
wait six hours?”’ asked Hugh. 

*“Yes,”? answered Iolo, ‘‘unless we use the boats. 
You have never seen Nesta and Iola rowing, have you? 
I assure you they are very skilful with the oars. You 
can trust yourself to them as safely as to a sailor.” 

“Do you row?” asked Hugh. 

“Well, I generally steer, but they can manage their 
boat without any steering. Rowing seems to become 
natural to us from long use.” 

“Perhaps Mr. Hugh does not know we were brought 
up on the island,” said Iola. ‘Our mother died 
when we were born, and soon after our father’s death, 
Nanti Nell was hired to nurse us. She had just lost 
her own little twins who were five years younger than 
Dai, so she took us to her heart at once, and to her 
home too, with Aunt Mary’s consent, so that for years, 
until we were twelve, we lived in that little cottage 
with dear Nanti Nell and Dai.” 

**And where was the old man?” said Hugh. 

*““He seldom came home from sea, and when he 
did, he was very polite. I suppose Aunt Mary paid 
him well. I did not mind him so much as Iolo did; 
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he often ran home to Morfa when Shacki was at home, 
and took me with him, but we were always watching 
for the departure of the Speedwell, and before she had 
rounded that point we were back with Nanti Nell 
and Dai again.” 

Iola had never talked so freely to a stranger before, 
as Iolo remarked to Nesta, who was somewhat silent 
and pensive. 

““Come, Nesta,’’ he said, ‘‘you are very silent this 
evening.” 

‘*Indeed,”’? she answered, starting. ‘I was thinking 
about the Butterfly, and wondering how we had lived 
so long without a row.” 

‘Well, you will have one sooner than you expected, 
for, see, the Rock Bridge is under water. I think 
we could splash through, but had we not better return 
at once and fetch the Butterfly?” 

‘*Yes,” said Nesta, “if you and Mr. Hugh will 
stay here, we will bring it round for you,” and before 
they could object, the two girls were running along 
the beach, Iola’s hair flying behind her like a shower 
of gold, and Nesta slinging her flapping straw hat 
over her arm for more convenience in running. 

As he watched the two graceful figures disappearing 
Hugh’s heart felt as heavy as lead. Why had he ever 
come to Wales? Why had he ever met Nesta? And 
how could he bear to give up the hope of winning. 
her? And then he remembered another sunset at 
Portreath, when his father’s spirit had taken its 
flight with Hugh’s promise still ringing in his ears. 

““You are sad to-night,” said Iolo; ‘‘we are all 
sad; Nesta is sad, too; do you know the reason?” 

‘“No,”’ said Hugh, “‘but I fancied she was not as 
cheerful as usual. I confess I feel depressed myself, 
in spite of this lovely evening and my pleasant sur- 
roundings. How do you account for these feelings?” 

“Well, I think sometimes they are caused by some 
failing in the health of the body,” said Iolo, ‘“‘but 
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oftener they are premonitions. Certain events are 
coming to pass which we would gladly escape if we 
could; they are coming under the control of a higher 
power than our own wills, they are realties though 
they have not yet unrolled themselves, and they 
cast their shadows over our spirits before they reach 
us .”” 7 

“Don’t you think we have the power to keep them 
off?” 

“I don’t say it is impossible to do so sometimes-— 
but we seldom do—indeed, I think it is better not 
to do so; they come under the guidance and control 
of a Higher Power than our own, so we can leave 
them to take their course, our only care being to guide 
our helm aright. See, here come Nesta and Iola 
just in time to illustrate my meaning. See how they 
avoid that current; and now look at the wave—they 
see it coming, but they manage so as to ride on its 
crest, and so it carries them a good deal on their way.” 

“Where are they going to now?”’ said Hugh, intently 
watching the little boat tossed about like a cockle 
shell, and now seemingly turning quite out of its 
course. 

““There are strong currents here,”’ said Iolo, ‘‘and 
they are going round that rock, do you see! When 
they have rounded it, they will be in a current that 
runs straight in here. That’s it, you see,” he said, 
as the little boat, having rounded the rock, glided 
with perfect ease towards them, and as its keel grated 
on the shingle, he added in a low tone, and with a 
smile on his lips: ‘“‘The waves will come, you see, 
but we can ride in safety on their crest.” 

Hugh gazed at Nesta as she stood up in the boat 
steadying herself on her oar; the sunlight was still 
lingering in the summer air, and the moon was high 
in the sky and adding her golden share of beauty to 
the scene. 

The splash of the waves, the cool sea breeze which 
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lifted Nesta’s brown curls, and blew Iola’s like a 
halo around her—Iola’s beautiful face and earnest 
eyes all impressed Hugh with a feeling of fleeting 
loveliness, and he knew that the picture would be 
deeply engraved on his mind when other scenes and 
other faces were around him. But all sadness was 
banished from his mind, when he found himself in 
the boat with Nesta laughingly directing him where 
to sit, and refusing his offer to help in the rowing. 

““No,’’ she said, “‘Iola and I know the currents 
better, and Iolo will steer.” 

‘Well, at least let me wrap this cloak around you, 
and Nesta, encumbered with her oar and the dancing 
boat, let him put the cloak around her, and even let 
him fasten it under her chin. 

Hugh’s fingers trembled as he did so, and she smiled 
at his awkwardness. 

““Now for the hood, instead of this flapping hat,” 
she said; and, as he nervously pulled it up, the brown 
curls were blown round his fingers, and sent a thrill 
of pleasure to his heart. 

A little dark imp jumped up from the bottom of 
the boat, as it reached the shore. 

‘*That is Will Bet Bullet, come to take the boat 
back,’’ said Iola, and as they walked up the hill 
towards Morfa, they saw it like a black speck on the 
waves being sculled back to Ynysoer. 

Miss Anna Mary was standing in the porch when 
they reached Morfa. 

“Well, children bach,” she said, lifting her hands, 
“‘where have you been?” 

““We missed the tide, Aunt Mary, and had to go 
back for the boat,” said Iola, and the good lady, 
well used to their eccentric ways, was soon pacified. 

She pressed Nesta and Hugh to come in, though 
it was late, but Nesta would not stay, and when the 
heavy front door at Morfa closed upon them, as they 
took their way through the sweet-scented garden 
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together, both Hugh and Nesta felt that perfect happi- 
ness in each other’s presence, that comes but once 
in a life-time, and was sufficient in itself to banish 
all trace of sadness and gloom. 

Both felt a degree of embarrassment, and Hugh 
made a rapid calculation in his mind. ‘‘Half a mile 
to Tygwyn,” he thought, ‘“‘quite a quarter of ari hour, 
and I can make it twenty minutes perhaps.” 

As they went out at the garden gate, the wild rose 
tree caught Nesta’s hood, and of course that had to 
be readjusted by Hugh. Then he gathered a few of 
the straggling blossoms, and was going to hand them 
to Nesta, when he suddenly seemed to remember 
something, and retained them, until they came to a 
damp corner of the lane, where he stooped and gathered 
a few forget-me-nots and added them to the bunch. 

“‘That makes it more complete,” he said. ‘‘ Will 
you accept them both?” 

Oh, Hugh, Hugh! Where are all your intentions 
of prudence? Where is your unselfish love that was 
to suffer without bringing Nesta into its meshes? 
Gone, all gone! Blown away on that sweet sea breeze ; 
carried away on the scent of the June roses. 

Nesta took the flowers, blushing, but Welsh pride 
is not easily laid aside, and though she felt the charm 
of the situation as much as Hugh did, she would not 
let him see that she attributed any meaning to his 
posy. . 

“Yes,” she said, calmly, though her heart was 
fluttering like a caged bird. “‘Yes, when I make a 
posy of these June roses I often run down here to 
fetch this pale blue to add to them.” 

Hugh said nothing, but looking down at her blushing 
face, which seemed doubly sweet and pure in the moon- 
lit twilight, gradually saw the head droop, and the 
eyes lower till the long lashes showed on the cheek. 

What did they say to each other, as they walked 
through the gloaming? Nothing that a stranger could 
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construe into love-making—but who of my readers 
cannot fill up the gap? Who is so poor in sweet 
memories as not to know how the trembling voice, 
the mysterious thrill of fingers meeting accidentally, 
the half-uttered, half-suppressed words, tell their own 
tale of first and all-absorbing love. 

They lingered long in the moonlight—and_ before 
they parted with a long-drawn “Good-night”’ and 
pressure of the hand each one knew that he had love 
of the other, ‘‘for better for worse.’ Not ‘‘till death 
us do part,” but as long as such beings as Hugh and 
Nesta existed. 

As she hung up hei red cloak and hat in the passage, 
Nesta saw that her grandmother’s chair was empty. 

‘*Mestress has gone to bed,” said Shanw, one ot 
the farm servants. ‘She has left your supper for you.” 

‘*Oh, I don’t want supper,” said Nesta, as she passed 
up the old oak stair. ‘‘Shut the doors for me, Shanw: 
I am tired, too, and am going to bed.” 

Ah! Nesta! Is that going to bed, standing at 
the old-fashioned open window, and gazing after a 
dark form going down the lane? And what subtle 
influence is it that makes him turn round, as he nears 
the damp corner in the lane? 

Is it Nesta at that open window? Yes, it is, anc 
she waves her hand. Hugh takes off his hat and 
remains bareheaded until Nesta, with more wave: 
of her hand, retires into the background and sees 
Hugh turn round the corner with lingering backward 
looks. 

Is there anyone who laughs or sneers at this last 
scene? Then, pity the man, or still more the woman. 
for I tell you they have missed the beauty and crowning 
glory of life. And does anyone say: ‘‘This is but 
earthly love which you have been picturing!”’ True 
but this earthly love is ordained by God Himself 
and is capable of being as pure and innocent, nay 
as holy, as God intended it to be, and will react 
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beyond the gates of death. Sorrows may darken its 
path, mistakes may tangle the thread, and storms may 
even wreck it; but nothing can destroy it if it be 
true and pure. 


CHAPTER XXVI 
MORNING IN THE ‘“‘BEUDY”’ 


Day followed day with all the long-drawn sweetness 
of summer, and June had merged into July, and yet 
Hugh had not been summoned away from Abersethin. 
He began to dread the two days in the week when 
John the carrier went to Caermadoc in the lumbering 
wagon, and brought back with him any letters there 
might be for the neighbourhood. At the crossing of 
the roads above the shore, John used to stop, and taking 
out a canvas wallet, he generally opened it, and emptied 
its contents on the grass at the roadside, whence they 
were picked up and deciphered by the little knot of 
villagers, all anxiously waiting for news from the 
outside world. Sailors’ wives, longing for news of 
their absent ones, clutched eagerly the few letters, 
begging of those who could read to “‘Say, is it for me?” 
Young maidens “‘just happened to pass’? as John 
opened his wallet, saying shyly, ‘I suppose there is 
not one for me”; and Hugh quite sympathised with a 
burly sailor, who had not been long married, and 
who evidently expected and dreaded the letter which 
should summon him to his ship. “‘She is just put in 
to Bristol, you see, sir, for repairs, and I think it 
will be a long job, so I hope I will not be called away 
yet.” Hugh and he both turned away relieved, when 
an inspection of the letters showed there was none 
for either. 
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It would be difficult to say what Hugh’s state of 
mind was at this time—there was no doubt as to the 
state of his feelings. Nesta and he met, somewhere 
or other, nearly every day, and in that simple country 
life, where there were no rules of society to keep them 
apart, they met naturally in the course of the day’s 
occupations, and Mrs. Morgan’s ignorance of the state 
of Nesta’s feelings caused her often to leave them 
together, with a feeling of relief that there was someone 
to entertain the young man while she went about 
her household duties. Sometimes it was the long 
summer afternoon that Hugh would spend in the 
cool hall at Tygwyn, watching Nesta at her wheel, 
and often interrupting its whir to ask a question that 
had no meaning except to them both—to remind her 
of a promise, or to tell a simple incident which would 
have no interest except to two hearts united by one 
bond—the bond of love. No word of “love” as it 
is generally understood had passed between them; 
that is, Hugh had never told her of his love, or asked 
her for hers; what necessity was there when every 
word and motion revealed it to their own souls, though 
not to the eyes of others? And there was something 
doubly delightful to Nesta in this sweet understanding, 
this delicious secret known only to themselves! And 
she must not be blamed for this. She had perfect 
trust in Hugh, she knew that he loved her now, though 
he had never told her so, knowing that she felt that 
her life was complete. The thought of ‘“‘marriage’’, 
or “‘settling down”’, so soon entering into the love 
calculations of the girl of the present day, never tainted 
Nesta’s mind or heart. She was perfectly content, 
and dreamed not that any union could be more delight- 
ful than that already existing between herself and 
Hugh. As for him, he seemed to live in a dream, 
or in a trance from which he would not awake, every 
moment of happiness rendered more precious by its 
insecurity. 
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‘Stop that wheel, Nesta, for a few moments.” 

**But what will my grandmother say if I am idle?” 

**Never mind, I want to ask you about Iola and Dai.” 

**Tolaand Dai? Well,indeed! What about them?” 
said Nesta. 

“Well, don’t you think—it seems almost sacrilege 
to ask such a question—but don’t you think they love 
each other?” 

“Oh, dearly, dearly ” 

*“But not as Iolo and Iola love, but as—as—as 
lovers love?” 

Nesta blushed, and looked puzzled and serious. 

**[ am sure,’’ she said, “‘that Dai and Iola love 
each other with a perfect love # 

“Well, but surely,” said Hugh, “‘even here, in 
this simple sylvan‘place, it must be thought a strange 
thing that a young girl in Miss Iola’s position should 
be in love with a man like Dai, a gipsy fisherman, 
or something of that sort ” 

**In love!’ said Nesta. ‘‘Oh, indeed, that is a 
horrid English word. Fancy Iola in love with anyone! 
No, no! Mr. Hugh, indeed, you do not know Iolo 
and Iola yet’’—and again she began to turn her wheel. 

Hugh here ventured to take hold of her hands, and 
to loosen the flaxen thread from her fingers. 

““Nay, leave your wheel,’ he said, “I have more 
questions to ask,’’ and he detained her hand, but Nesta 
would answer nothing until it was released. 

“You don’t mean, then, that she would ever marry 
him?” said-Hugh. 

“Marry him! Oh, Mr. Hugh! No, never! It 
seems dreadful!” 

‘What sort of love is it, then, Miss Nesta ?”’ 

**How do the angels love?” said Nesta. ‘‘ Where 
there is no marrying, or giving in marriage! That’s 
how Iola loves Dai, I think.” 

Here Mrs. Morgan entered, chiding Nesta for the 
continual stopping of the wheel. 


Henne EE EEE EE 
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‘**T am afraid you are very idle to-day, Nesta. What 
have you been chattering about? What interest do 
you think Mr. Hugh can take in your foolish country 
stories, child ?”’ 

Nesta, much embarrassed, went on with her spinning, 
and Hugh soon afterwards took his departure. 

It was a glorified world that Nesta awoke to on these 
lovely mornings, and her heart was brim full of happi- 
ness, and as she donned her morning dress, she sang 
for joy, and running down the old oak stairs into 
the bright, sunny kitchen, before the farm servants 
had even risen, she opened the door which looked out 
on the farmyard, and stood there a moment to listen 
to the birds, and take long breaths of the morning air. 
The breeze came laden with the briny smell of the sea, 
the sea-gulls’ cries filled the air, and a grey haze 
lay along the horizon over the sea. The sun’s level 
rays shone straight upon her as she stood there, with 
her pail under her arm, waiting for Shanw to come 
and fill it with the frothing new milk for ‘“‘Cymro‘s” 
breakfast. Presently Ianto, the old shepherd, passed 
through the yard, on his way to the hillside, carrying 
his dinner in a wallet slung over his shoulder, as he 
would not return until he had folded the sheep for 
the night. Pointing his crook to the grey haze he 
said: 

“There will be a change soon, Miss Nesta. No, 
not to-day, and perhaps not to-morrow, but it’s 
coming.” 

“Well, if it’s not to-day,” thought Nesta, ‘“‘I don’t 
mind; for to-day I must keep my promise and take 
Mr. Hugh to Ynysoer, to Iolo’s meeting.” 

She still continued to call him “Mr. Hugh,’’ except 
sometimes when, in a careless moment, “‘ Hugh” alone 
escaped her. As soon as Shanw had filled her pail 
she crossed the yard, singing merrily, followed by 
flocks of pigeons and chickens, and was soon coaxing 
her pet with many Welsh terms of endearment. 
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““Cymro bach! Where are thou, then! Dere di, 
little one, come and have thy breakfast. Did they 
shut him up all night by himself, then! Come then, 
little one, dere di, dere di!” 

““Cymro” got up on his shaky legs and at once 
stooped his head into the pail, but did no more until 
Nesta, holding her hand in the warm milk, placed 
her fingers in his mouth, when a sucking sound soon 
showed he was enjoying his meal. 

“There, my little one, beloved and beautiful,” said 
Nesta in soft tones, while the calf, stopping for breath, 
looked up at her, with round blue eyes and dripping 
mouth. ‘‘Dost thou begin to know me then, I do 
so love thee? Dere di, dere di, te!”’ 

She looked round suddenly as a shadow darkened 
the doorway; it was Hugh. For the second time, 
a little flutter of the heart! a little confusion! A little 
milk spilt! And ‘‘Cymro”’ seizes his opportunity, 
and shuffles out of the “‘cratch”, and begins a few 
awkward gambols on the soft floor of the cow-house, 
and for a few minutes both Hugh and Nesta are busily 
engaged in dodging, and waving and “‘shoohing’’, 
mingled with much laughter, until at last the recalci- 
trant calf is captured, and led or pushed back to his 
stall. 

‘Ungrateful little wretch ” said Hugh, panting. 
* All those sweet tones were wasted upon him, you 
see. Do tell me the meaning! I never wished so 
much to understand Welsh. What is ‘dere di, dere 
di’?” 

“Only ‘come thou, come thou’!” said Nesta; “‘not 
much wasted, you see. But, Mr. Hugh, you startled 
me. Where are you going so early?” 

**Only just for a morning walk,” said Hugh guiltily; 
and seeing the cow-house door open, I thought you 
might be here; you are not angry, I hope.” 

_ “Angry! No, indeed !’’ said Nesta, laughing. “Why 
should I be?” and she shut the door, and came out 
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into the sunshine, her eyes drooping under Hugh’s 
earnest gaze. 

“‘T am going at once,” he said. ‘“‘I know you are 
busy in the morning, but I just wanted to remind 

ou that we are going to Ynysoer this evening.” 

‘**Oh, is it this evening ?”’ answered deceitful Nesta. 
““Well, it will be too late to go when the tide is 
down, so Iolo will send the Butterfly for us at six, 
if that won’t be too late,” she said timidly. 

“Too late! Oh, no!” said Hugh; ‘“‘unless you 
were any the worse for being so late the other evening”; 
and he held her hand, whilst, trying to look unconscious 


of her great happiness, she answered with a shy, 
COW ay Ite 


CHAPTER XXVII 
THE CAVE 


At five o’clock Hugh was sitting on the shore, 
watching the white waves, which chased each other 
over the submerged Rock Bridge. Many times he looked 
at his watch, still oftener he peered up the sheep path, 
until at last, almost simultaneously, he saw the Butter- 
fly shoot out from Ynysoer, and Nesta’s red cloak 
appear. She again had her hood on instead of her hat, 
and under her cloak wore her ‘‘ white frock”’. 

Into the boat they went together, Will Bet Bullet 
sculling them across, while they sat side by side in 
the stern; Hugh still in a sort of waking dream of 
bliss. He saw the clear sky overhead, and the line of 
haze below, which was fast becoming a bank of black 
clouds. 

“‘Like my life,”” said Hugh to himself. ‘‘I am in the 


clear blue now, but there is the black cloud coming. 
God help me to face it!” 
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Once when Nesta caught a bit of floating seaweed, 
and held it up for him to look at, he ventured to hold 
her hand a moment, under the pretence of examining 
it, while he looked at her,and not at the seaweed. Her 
hand was quickly withdrawn, though with a shy smile. 
It did not strike her unsophisticated mind that Hugh 
had not asked her in words for her love; she knew only 
that she was loved, and that she loved in return with 
all the warmth of her passionate Welsh nature. 

No one met them, as they landed on the shore at 
Ynysoer. 

‘““Has the meeting begun, Will?” asked Nesta. 

**No, miss! but they are all there.” 

*“We are in good time,” she said, ‘‘for they always 
begin by asking questions of all sorts, They think 
Iolo is so wise, and so he is! and they ask him how to 
cure the baby’s cold, and how to soothe an uneasy 
conscience.” 

“Then we need not hurry,” said Hugh. “‘I have s 
much to say to you.” 

““Why must you say it at all?” she answered mis- 
chievously. 

““T must,” said Hugh, “‘but not now, not to-night; 
to-morrow I will come up to Tygwyn;”’ and in his heart 
of hearts he implored for strength to do his duty, while 
Nesta, in all guilelessness, wondered what he could have 
to say more than he had already—‘‘well, not said 
exactly—but any way I know what he means.” 

As they neared the end of the island, and passed the 
cleft in which Nanti Nell’s cottage was built, Hugh 
began to wonder where they were going. He looked 
mystified as he put the question, and was answered 
by one of Nesta’s ringing laughs. 

*“Doesn’t it look as if I were going to lead you just 
into the sea?” she said. 

“*Well, lead on,”’ said Hugh, “‘I shall follow.” 

‘“No,” she said. ‘‘Here we turn round this point, 
you see, and there are Iolo and lola?’ 
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It was a novel and strange sight that met Hugh’s 
eyes as they turned round the end of the island; there, 
at the very point, was a very large cave, apparently 
running deeply into the rocks. Inside this cave, and 
round the opening, were gathered the whole popu- 
lation of the island, consisting of about eighty people, 
young and old. They were all seated upon the rocks 
which were scattered about. 

As Hugh and Nesta approached, they perceived that 
every eye was fixed upon Iolo, who was standing in the 
centre of the group and reading aloud a chapter from 
the Bible, while Iola sat a little way behind him, with 
a number of children around her, whom she kept 
in perfect order and silence. It was the fifth chapter of 
Matthew, and as Iolo stopped to explain each verse, 
the reading lasted some time, but was evidently 
listened to with intense interest, and the silence was 
only broken by the splash of the waves, now fast 
receding from the cave, or the occasional “‘crow”’ of a 
baby, too young to be awed by Iola’s raised finger. 
Hugh listened in astonished silence while this boy 
of sixteen took each sentence of his Divine Master’s in 
turn, and seemed to interpret a more true and a deeper 
meaning in them than would strike an ordinary reader; 
and applying his teaching to the everyday lives of his 
simple hearers, he seemed to reach their hearts at once; 
and their earnest faces contrasted greatly with the stolid 
looks so often turned up to the pulpit, in the ordinary 
place of worship. 

His pale face, his deep earnest eyes, and a kind of 
rapt expression which came upon him sometimes; the 
unusual surroundings, Iola’s sweet face in the back- 
ground, and Nesta’s presence beside him, all combined 
to make a deep impression upon Hugh. 

Several times during the reading, a rough and bearded 
man Clad in faded blue jersey and well-tarred trousers, 
rose from his seat, to put a question, not in the captious 
contradicting tone so often heard when the subject of 
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religion is discussed, but with a real desire to learn the 
truth. 

These simple people knew nothing of creeds or doc- 
trines, and therefore they had no fear that any truth 
they might find out would upset any preconceived 
theories or ideas. Iolo always met these questions with 
a pleasant smile, and never hesitated to say, “I do 
not know’’; if that were the real state of his mind. 
The question was put in Welsh, of course, and therefore 
Hugh did not understand it, but he was struck by the 
business-like tone of ‘“‘Wanting to know”, and the 
earnest endeavour to explain. 

“What,” said the man, ‘“‘does that mean, Iolo? 
‘If a man strike thee on thy right cheek, turn to him 
the other also?’ Wouldn’t we be fools and cowards 
to do that?” 

*“Yes, I think you would,” said their young teacher. 
“* Have I not often told you that Christ’s words were not 
always to be taken literally; He spoke to those that 
would understand. Here He plainly meant, not that 
you should really, when you were smitten too, but that 
you should cultivate the spirit of forgiveness and meek- 
ness, so that if any man should do you an injury, you 
might not nurse a feeling of anger against him, but 
forgive him at once, and do him a kindness at the first 
opportunity.” 

“Oh! I see,” said the questioner. ‘‘That’s hard 
enough, too, but I can see the sense of that now.” 

And in this way Iolo went through the whole chapter, 
even the little children coming up sometimes to ask a 
question. 

When the reading was over Iolo looked over the 
assembly thoughtfully, and, addressing a very old man 
whose white locks fell over his shoulders, said: 

**Deio, will you pray?” 

The old man spread a tattered handkerchief on the 
damp sand, and kneeling down upon it, began his simple 
earnest prayer. His voice rose and fell in the cadences 
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of the ‘“‘dawn’’, that inspiration vouchsafed to, and 
cultivated by, the Welsh nation, as it was by the Hebrew 
when filled with the real communion with the ‘“‘Al- 
mighty”. There is no word in the English language 
that can express this ‘‘dawn”’, or “‘hwyl’’, and it is 
not often heard by an English ear, as it is a delicate 
and subtle influence which the presence of a stranger 
will often entirely dispel ; but when felt in all its strength 
by the speaker and by his hearers, it will carry the spirit 
on wings of emotion, upwards to realms of devotion 
and adoration, seldom reached by any other means. 
The peculiar tones of the speaker, permeated with the 
spirit of the Welsh “‘hwyl’’, will sway a concourse 
of people, as nothing else can do, and to the Welsh 
ear is music indeed. In ancient times it was always 
present, and encouraged in the Jewish temples during 
the reading of the Law; but now it can be heard only 
in Wales, and in the Moorish mosques, during the 
reading of their prayers. Whether the real inspiration 
is there it is not for us to say; probably it is, ‘‘as the 
wind bloweth where it listeth’. And alas! in these 
degenerate days it is often imitated or put on by the 
Welsh speaker, who knows its influence over a Welsh 
audience. 

There was one more prayer from a young man. Its 
tones were low and tender, and though no *“hwyl” 
emphasized his words, they seemed to make a deep 
impression upon the assembly, who all stood up during 
the prayers, the women who had babies wrapped 
up in the tightly-drawn red mantles, swaying backwards 
and forwards to hush their little ones. 

After prayers Iolo, with his eyes fixed on the sea, 
which heaved and murmured under a soughing wind 
that seemed to come in breaths from the dark bank of 
clouds, gave out the words of an old Welsh hymn, 
evidently known to every one present. A man’s voice 
began the tune, and every voice joined in and filled 
the cave to its innermost recesses with a volume of 
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sound. No hesitation was there; no flatness; no imper- 
fect notes; for the Welsh are musical to their finger- 
tips, in whatever else they may fall short, and the 
islanders were especially so as a tribe, and had been 
taught and softened by Iolo and Iola for years. But it 
was the leader of the singing, who had first commenced, 
who held Hugh entranced. His voice was the most 
exquisite blending of power and softness, and as he 
led the voices through the cadences of that grand and 
beautiful hymn, Hugh felt that here indeed was a power 
to reach the heart and sway the feelings; capable of 
leading men on irresistibly to good and noble things. 
He saw that the owner of this beautiful voice was Dai, 
who had been sitting at Iola’s feet. She and Iolo sang 
separate parts, to harmonize with Dai’s voice—singing 
in harmony coming naturally to them, as to most of 
the Welsh. The words of that Welsh hymn are impossible 
of translation. 
‘¢ Tisy’n gyru’r mellt i hedeg 
Ac yn rhodio brig y don, 


Anfon saethau argyhoeddiadau 
I galonau’r oedfa hon.”’ 


They seemed so wedded to the music that, without it, 
they lose their force, and they are but feebly expressed 
by the following: 


‘*Thou who hurl’st the lightning flashes, 
Thou who tread’st the billows’ crest, 
Dart Thine arrows of conviction 
Now into each hardened breast.’’ 


Before the last strains of the melody had died away, 
a flash of lightning, like a vivid sheet of red, shot over 
the leaden sea, followed by a heavy roll of thunder 
reverberating from the cliffs of the mainland. The sun 
had set behind the bank of black clouds, the waves were 
rising and falling, tipped with white, and the whole 
scene was changed. The women tightened their scarves 
around them, and all prepared to leave the cave. 
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‘We had better go at once,” said Nesta, “‘I think 
the rain is coming.” 

““Tf we wait half an hour, we can cross on the Rock 
Bridge,” said Iolo, ‘‘and the storm may have passed 
over.” 

There were at least a dozen competitors for the honour 
and pleasure of having the twins and their friends under 
their roof, until Iola, turning to the old man who had 
prayed, said: 

‘* Yours is the nearest cottage, Deio, so we will come 
in with you; now, take my arm.” 

The old man was divided between pleasure and shame- 
facedness at the honour done him, but before he reached 
his cottage was leaning heavily on the young girl’s 
arm, his aged limbs being scarcely able to carry him 
from the “‘meeting’’. 

As they one by one climbed up the rugged steps there 
was another blinding flash of lightning, followed almost 
immediately by a loud clap of thunder. Nesta turned 
pale, she was always frightened in a thunderstorm, in 
fact, an unmitigated coward, and felt much ashamed of 
herself when she saw she was the only one who showed 
signs of fear. “‘If,” she thought to herself, ‘‘I were 
only as good as Iola, I should not be afraid, but”’ 
—and she made no excuses for herself. She would row 
her little boat through a stormy sea without fear, 
and she had often interfered to protect a poor woman 
from a brutal husband, braving his curses and threats 
without even a quickening of her pulse, but a small 
beetle was a terror to her, and she would fly ignomin- 
iously from a wasp! She tried to reason with herself 
and to hide her fright from Hugh, but as peal after peal 
of thunder broke over the cottage, and flash after flash 
lighted up its darkness, she trembled and hid her face 
in her cloak. Hugh saw her terror, and drew nearer 
to her, and spoke a word of encouragement. The old 
man took off his hat, and stood calmly waiting for the 
next flash, but seeing Nesta’s fright, he too drew near. 
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“Courage, my child,” he said in Welsh. ‘‘It is true 
that the elements are at war, but remember Who is the 
‘Captain’, think of the hymn we have just been singing; 
let us sing it again,” and with his quavering voice he 
commenced. 

“Oh! no, no!” sobbed Nesta. ‘‘I cannot, I cannot’’; 
but Iolo and I[ola’s clear voices were heard above the 
storm, and one clearer and more powerful, for Dai had 
followed unobserved, and was standing near Iola, and 
gazing up at her in the light of the turf fire. Suddenly 
there was another flash more vivid than before, and 
the thunder seemed to burst upon them at the same 
moment. Nesta moaned and shuddered, but there 
was scarcely a moment’s pause in the hymn until they 
came to the end. 

““Are you tired, Deio?” said Iolo, but there was no 
answer. Another flash lighted up the little cottage, 
and revealed to them the old man fallen in a heap at 
Nesta’s feet. Now, indeed, all was movement and horror 
in the little cottage! Nesta saw the prostrate form of 
the old man at her feet, and her overstrung nerves gave 
way—and quietly slipping to the ground, she lay beside 
him in a dead faint. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 
‘COMING EVENTS 


Iola stirred up the turfffire until by its light they were 
able to see what had happened. Hugh rushed to raise 
Nesta, leaving Dai and Iolo to attend to the old man, 
while Tola, regardless of the storm, ran out to call the 
nearest neighbours. 

““Miss Nesta has only fainted, I think,” said Dai. 
*“Can you see to her, Mr. Gwythern ? e i fear poor Deio 
has been struck, but he may revive. 
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‘Oh! leave her to me,’ answered Hugh, and taking 
her in his arms he sought for a place upon which to lay 
her, but in the dim light he could find nothing but the 
bed, upon which they were already stretching the old 
man. He therefore laid her on the floor again, and kneel- 
ing down supported her as well as he could while 
endeavouring to chafe her hands. Tender words escaped 
him as he held her apparently lifeless form in his arms. 

‘““Nesta, Nesta !’? he murmured in her ear, “‘awake, 
my darling!” 

The words seemed to reach her soul, for she sighed and 
opened her eyes. She saw Hugh’s form bending over 
her, and felt his breath on her cheek. 

‘*What is it ?”’ she said, endeavouring to sit up. But 
Hugh held her still in his arms, and she resigned her- 
self to his support while consciousness slowly returned. 

““Nesta, my beloved! are you better? ItisI. You 
are quite safe. Speak one word to me, Nesta, I implore 

ou!” 
: She heard the loving words, and life returned to her 
heart in a warm rushing tide. Another flash revealed to 
her the form of the old man on the bed, with Iolo and 
Dai bending over him, and the whole scene returning 
to her mind, she shuddered while she tried to awake 
and to steady her nerves. 

“I am getting quite well, Mr. Hugh,” she said. ‘‘Do 
go and help Iolo—poor Deio may be dead ; I remember it 
all now. Oh! go, and rub his hands, pour cold water 
over his face; how helpless Iam! I am so sorry I have 
been so troublesome !”’ 

“Troublesome !’”” said Hugh, almost unconsciously 
pressing the loved form which still rested in his arms. 

At this moment Iola returned, bringing Bet Bullet 
and a light, and very soon Nesta was able to assist 
them in the rearrangement of the little room, for alas, 
there was nothing to be done for poor Deio. Bet Bullet 
straightened the limbs of the aged pilgrim, who was no 
more to feel weary or hungry or footsore. His face was 
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settling down to its usual patient serene look, and as 
he had been for yearsas pale as marble, he seemed un- 
changed and looked as if he were enjoying a sweet 
sleep. A small blue mark on his temple was the only 
disfigurement, and as Hugh looked at it and realized 
that it was the side next to Nesta which had been struck, 
he shuddered and turned to look at her, with a loving 
word which he kept carefully between his teeth, hoping 
that she had not heard the words which had escaped him 
during her unconsciousness. Yes, there she was, well 
and unhurt, and helping Iola to add little touches of 
neatness to the home of poverty, which had so suddenly 
been visited by that solemn messenger, who by his touch 
seems to throw a mantle of grandeur and dignity even 
over the poorest and most insignificant. 

When all was done, Dai and Iolo stood for a moment 
looking down at the placid white features. 

“It is well with him, Dai,”’ said Iolo; “‘let us leave 
him now, he is beyond our help. Bet will stay here.” 
And they all went out, closing the door and leaving 
Bet to keep her mournful vigil with the dead. 

The storm was abating, but the sky was heavy with 
clouds and the evening was dark and oppressive. As 
they hurried on towards the Rock Bridge the cottagers 
ran out to meet them and to offer shelter and help, but 
when Dai told them what had happened they turned and 
ran towards Deio’s cottage, and as they went they 
recalled the old man’s fervent prayer in the cave, and 
his never-failing patience and cheerfulness. 

‘**No more hunger, no more pain,” said one old woman 
as she hurried along; ‘‘I could almost wish it had 
peentT.”7 

The tide had left the Rock Bridge bare, but the wind 
was driving the waves with such steady force against 
the north side that they rose high, as if in anger at 
meeting with an obstacle ; some sank sullenly again into 
the black bed of the sea, but others, curling over, rushed 
across the bridge and fell in streaming torrents on the 
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other side. Remembering Nesta’s nervousness during 
the thunderstorm, Hugh was surprised to see how fear- 
lessly she, as well as Iola, faced the bridge. The thun- 
der still rumbled in the distance, but the worst of the 
storm had evidently passed away. As they crossed the 
bridge, all their endeavours were directed to keeping 
a straight path, for the wind blew in sudden and furious 
gusts, sometimes driving the two girls onwards; at 
other times, like some evil spirit, catching them and 
pushing them towards the side where the seething, 
foaming waters rushed in headlong fury. Dai accom- 
panied them, always watching Iola, and ready tohelp 
her if need be. All was silent, and preoccupied, but 
none of them felt the sadness and heaviness of heart 
that weighed upon Hugh. 

He had been living in a dream from which he was 
slowly but surely awakening; his conscience stung him 
to the quick; and as he recalled his own words of 
endearment, while he held Nesta in his arms, he was 
thankful to remember that she was unconscious and 
could not hearhim. If his awakening was late, it was 
thorough and bitter, and, as he kept a careful watch 
over the graceful figure, blown hither and thither by 
the wind, he upbraided himself in unmeasured terms. 

“Villain! dishonourable scoundrel!’’ he said to 
himself; “but the dream is over. I must give her up— 
and I must find an opportunity at once.” 

Deep in his heart was a hope that she loved him, 
but he tried to stifle it. When at last they reached the 
mainland, they found that Mrs. Morgan had sent two 
servants to meet them, and seeing Shoni and Shemi, 
Nesta held out her hand to Hugh, saying: 

““Now, Mr. Hugh, you need come no further; you 
see we are well protected.” 

Hugh felt he was dismissed, and could not help look- 
ing anxiously in her face to find the reason. Alas! 


no; no anger was there, Hugh, only a shy and happy 
smile. 
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*“Oh, Nesta !’? said Hugh to himself when he had left 
Iolo and Iola and Dai at the turning to the vicarage, 
“*was man ever called upon to make so great a sacrifice ?”’ 

Mr. Gwythern was gone to bed; he had returned from 
his ride. through the storm, and Martha had insisted 
upon his taking hot rum and honey, and going to bed 
at once, and he was snoring loudly as Hugh sat down 
in the study, which was just under his bedroom. 

The next day was ushered in by driving clouds and 
rain, in spite of which Hugh went early to Tygwyn, at 
Mr. Gwythern’s request. 

The news of Deio Hughes’ death by lightning (for his 
surname, never heard in his lifetime, had been discovered 
in the cover of an old Bible) had rapidly spread through 
the neighbourhood, and Mr. Gwythern was really 
anxious to hear how Nesta was after her fright. 

“Well, indeed!” said Mrs. Morgan. ‘Nesta is very 
well, much better than she deserves to be, going so often 
to Ynysoer! It is a wonder the whole lot of you were 
not killed!” 

Hugh felt he was on dangerous ground but could not 
resist asking: 

‘*T suppose Miss Nesta has not gone out in this rain ?”’ 

‘Out! no, indeed, Mr. Hugh. She is safe on the 
sofa in the parlour, and unwilling enough she is to 
stop there! but there she shall be all day; surely I am 
mistress in my ownhouse. Wanted to take out the calf’s 
breakfast, if you please, after such a dreadful thing 
happening yesterday. Ach a fi!” 

Hugh was grieved, and partly relieved too, to find 
he could not see Nesta that day. 

‘Well, it must be to-morrow,” he thought, “if I 
can see her, or perhaps I had better wait until she has 
got quite over her fright. No wonder she was shaken 
by it, I felt it myself.” 

Mr. Gwythern was waiting for him in the porch when 
he returned, and was much relieved to hear Nesta had 
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suffered no real harm; she was evidently a great favourite 
with the vicar. 

‘Sweet girl, Hugh, a sweet girl! don’t you think so 
now, Hugh? Eh!” 

“*Yes,’”? said Hugh, and changed the subject. 


CHAPTER XXIX 
MORGAN SCHOOLIN’ 


For several days after the storm the weather seemed 
to have changed entirely, the rain poured almost inces- 
santly, turning the roads into river beds, and causing 
much anxiety to those who were not so fortunate as 
Mrs. Morgan in saving the hay in June. On one of these 
pouring wet days Deio was buried, and in spite of the 
rain his funeral was attended by the usualcon course of 
people, the peculiar circumstances of his death adding 
to the fascination which a funeral always seems to have 
for the Welsh. 

Iolo and Iola were there—the islanders would have 
felt it a slight upon Deio’s memory if they had not 
been; and Hugh also went, with the unreasonable 
hope of seeing Nesta, but she was not there—Mrs. 
Morgan still keeping up her authority “‘as mistress in 
her own house’’. 

Mr. Gwythern and Hugh were unwilling prisoners 
during these days, the former spending much of his 
time with John Bowen in the stable—sometimes joine¢ 
by Hugh, who found the complete separation from 
Nesta irksome in the extreme. He was now anxious fo! 
their interview, which he thought would place him on < 
more honourable footing with her, and though he dreadec 
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the thought of losing love, he had yet determined to 
tell her the whole truth. To leave her with the idea that 
his attentions had meant nothing, and to run the risk 
of offending her in this way, was insupportable to him. 
**Far better,” he thought, “‘ would it be for her, as well 
as for himself, to lay the whole truth before her.” 
He was quite conscious that for him there was no hope. 
There was no more for him but a tender “‘good-bye”’. 
The thought would come that it would perhaps be wiser 
to end it all by leaving without any explanation .‘* Would 
she feel it, I wonder ?”’ he thought, in one of those many 
brown studies, which now served to fill up the dreary 
days. “‘Yes, I believe she would; the pain would be 
sharp but over quickly; she could not waste many 
thoughts upon one who had behaved so meanly, or 
carry him long in her memory, and then it would be 
all over—and yet—no.”’ If he was right in thinking that 
she returned his love, did he not owe it to her to explain 
why he was leaving, and why he did not follow up that 
sweet path over which he had been walking lately, 
that path which had led him amongst the lilies and 
roses, and the golden light of love? 

** Anyway, rain or norain, I must see her to-morrow.” 

It was the absence of any excuse for the visit to 
Tygwyn, which deterred him. A formal call with such an 
object as that he had in view would, he felt sure, be more 
formidable to Nesta than an informal or accidental 
meeting. Between these two, that bond of union had 
already grown which, by intuition, makes known to 
each the feelings of the other; a bond of sympathy, 
though unseen, as real in its impression as any outward 
means of communication. What should he do? Should 
he brave the elements and walk over the cliffs, coming 
home through the farmyard at Tygwyn, in the hope 
of seeing Nesta! or should he wait patiently till the 
weather changed, and there was a natural excuse! 
And again Hugh resigned himself to the weary hours of 
day and the still more dreary hours of night, when he 


150 Where Billows Roll 


tossed sleepless and dry-eyed on his bed, reproached 
himself, making up his mind for the conflict, and 
regretting the days of happiness which were slipping 
away from him for ever. Next day his patience was 
rewarded, for during the night the wind changed and 
when, after lying awake for hours, he fell into a heavy 
morning sleep, he awoke to see the sun pouring in 
through his window, and the grey clouds chasing each 
other before the fresh sea wind, as if anxious to disappear 
as quickly as possible from a scene where they had 
stayed too long. 

““The day has come,” thought Hugh, with a dead 
weight on his heart, as he hastened to dress and join his 
uncle, who was already out in the stable-yard, and 
directing John Bowen to saddle Malen and Tom, and 
bring them round directly after breakfast. 

‘*What do you say to a ride, Hugh, my boy, to blow 
away the cobwebs these damp days have wound round 
us? ’Pon me honour, Hugh, you look as white asa 
ghost !”” 

‘*Your cwrw last night, uncle, must have the blame 
for that; a ride will be splendid; where shall we go?” 

By this time Martha had seated herself behind the 
door with bare arms crossed and feet tucked in under her 
skirt, and Mr. Gwythern was turning over the leaves of 
the Bible in an absent manner. Martha coughed 
meaningly, and her master started and hurriedly began 
to read a chapter full of names and numbers, and not 
containing one verse which could be interesting to 
Martha, though it was read in Welsh for her benefit. 
The prayer was read in English, in compliment to Hugh, 
who could not divest himself of the idea that his uncle 
had some difficulty in keeping his thoughts from stray- 
ing. “‘Amen!” said the vicar, rising hastily. 

‘“ Tygwyn, Hugh! I want to see Mrs. Morgan about that 
cob, you know! If you don’t care to come and look 
at the horse, you can stay in the house and flirt with 
Nesta. Will that suit you, Hugh? Eh!” 
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“Exactly,” said Hugh, helping himself to the sal- 
mon. 

“That’s right,” said the vicar, ‘‘glad there’s some- 
thing you like, my boy! ’Pon my honour, you have 
eaten nothing lately! Martha says her opinion is, you 
are in love!” 

**Ah! Martha isa wise woman, uncle! She knows her 
charms, you see!” 

Mr. Gwythern laughed until he shook, and Martha, 
coming in at the same moment, with her red face and 
bare arms, he nearly choked himself, until restored by a 
violent thump on the back from Martha’s clenched 
fist, accompanied by the usual ‘‘ Ach a fi’’. 

“Morgan Schoolin’ wants to see you, sir,”’ she said, 
when peace was restored. 

“Oh! bother Morgan Schoolin’,” said the vicar. 
““What does he want? Tell him to come here to-night, 
I am busy now; I am going out directly after breakfast. 
What does he want?” 

“Well, I think he is come to complain of the boys, 
sir; they have been thrashing him again, I am think- 
ing.” 

‘They have, have they ?”’ chuckled the vicar. “ Well 
pon’ me honour, I can’t blame them, the rascals ; but tell 
him I'll call at the schoolroom by-and-by.” 

““What does she mean?” said Hugh; “isn’t Morgan 
the schoolmaster?’ 

“Yes, yes, Hugh, and a very good schoolmaster too 
when he is sober, only rather too fond of thrashing the 
boys; but, unfortunately, he is rather too fond of his 
glass too, and sometimes gets drunk, and then the boys 
get round him and thrash him well—paying off old 
scores, you see! And then he comes to me to complain, 
and I go down to the school, and give the boys a scold- 
ing, and it doesn’t recur until he gets drunk again, when 
‘they seldom let the opportunity go by.” 

Hugh laughed more heartily than he had done for 
days; the idea was new to him. 


reece sree 


152 Where Billows Roll 


‘* Well, we never tried that at our school at Portreath, 
though I believe old Bellingham was fond enough of 
his bottle of port.” 

Soon after breakfast they were riding up through the 
stony roads to the high ground above, where lay Morfa 
and Tygwyn, looking snowy-white against the blue sky. 
Oh! the glory of a summer morning in the country! 
Every sense is satisfied! The hedges were studded with 
dewdrops, the scent of the gorse and honeysuckle 
filled the air, and every little blade of grass and wild 
flower seemed to raise its head to welcome the sunshine 
once more. The vicar felt the influence of the fair scene, 
although he would scarcely have been able to put his 
feelings into words. 

‘“‘Fine day after the rain, isn’t it, Hugh?” 

‘Very,’ said Hugh, and there the subject dropped, and 
they jogged on silently, each busy with his own thoughts 

At the cross-roads they came up to the schoolroom, 
a long, low, thatched building with small windows, and 
a heavy thatched porch; through the open door came a 
loud hum of voices, mingled with cries and whistles, 
and the frenzied shouts of the master, who found 
himself unable to cope with the rising generation. The 
only class which he was slightly able to control, was 
called “‘Class Wan’’, composed of seven or eight boys, 
who were nearest to him, and therefore within reach of 
the cane which he held in his hand; those who were 
beyond the reach of this discipline had evidently thrown 
all idea of law and order to the winds, and when Hugh 
and Mr. Gwythern entered, were enjoying a noisy 
race around the room jumping over the forms in their 
way, and each as he passed tweaking the ragged tails of 
the master’s coat, which showed evidence that this was 
a favourite game at the school. It was with a sigh of 
relief that he turned to greet hisvisitors, and in voluble 
terms poured forth his complaints. 

‘‘Ey donno what’s the mattare of the boice,” he said 
in English, which he was always glad of an opportunity 
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to show off. ‘‘No, indeed,sir! I donno,and that’s the 
trewth,”’ he said, wiping his streaming forehead with 
his blue cotton handkerchief. His little bleary eyes 
were red and bloodshot, and his shaking hand still 
showed the effects of his recent bout of drunkenness. 

““Here I am, sir,” he said, spreading out his hands 
and shrugging his shoulders. ‘‘Here I am, walking 
home from the village, where I bin to see poor ould John 
Morris, sir, and his poor wife too, sir. She bin ill now 
for this two year, she break her leg in the frost-time 
and since then she have only got one leg supporting her 
body, poor fellow! Well, sir, after I was passed the 
“Morfa Arms’—I was walk as stiddy as a jidge—but a 
big stone, she was in the road, sir, and I knocked my 
foot against her, and I fall down on my face. And 
here they are coming, sir, these boice, like a pack of 
hunting dogs, and was whip me, and thrash me, till I 
am black and blue all over, sir!” 

Mr. Gwythern tried to look severe, but Hugh, quite 
unable to control his laughter, took refuge in the porch. 

“Well, boys,’ said the vicar, “‘if I hear of this sort 
of conduct again, [’l] march the whole lot of you off 
to Caermadoc, and have you locked up in the Round 
House.” 

The boys looked guilty and frightened, but not 
ashamed, and one bolder than the rest said: 

**He was drunk, sir!” 

**Drunk ! Me drunk, you blaggards !’”” and down came 
the cane promiscuously on the boy’s heads, or as many 
as he could reach. 

Mr.Gwythern, at a loss now to settle the matter, said 
with proper dignity: 

*“Well, you will forgive them this time, Morgan, 
and let us hear their lesson to-day.” 

The boys seemed delighted to have got over the affair 
so easily, and ranged themselves in order round the 
master or ‘‘Schoolin’,”’ as he was called in the village. 

He took up a dog-eared book, and began: 
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“Now then, boice, ’tention, ole of you! What is 
gunpowder compounded of ?”’ 

All answered together, in a loud monotonous voice: 

‘““Sulphare, and nitare, and solt.” 

“‘Boice, for shem! You lave out the chief ingradient, 
the best part of it, trait again, boice. Now, what is 
gunpowdare compounded of ?”’ 

*““Sulphare, and nitare, and solt,” again from all the 
assembled throats. 

Here Morgan ‘‘Schoolin’” lost all control over his 
much-tried temper, and jumping in amongst them, 
pranced right and left, bringing down his cane on 
their heads, and shouting, ‘‘And charcoal—and char- 
coal, you divils! didn’t I larn you, charcoal too.” 

The boys dodged and laughed and whooped, and made 
their escape into the open air, while Mr. Gwythern and 
Hugh, who had seen it all from the porch, laughed 
heartily too, and, bidding poor Morgan “‘good-bye’’, 
the vicar added: 

“Don’t let it happen again, Morgan.” 

“No, sir! no,sir! I ’on’t,” he said, again wiping his 
streaming brow, ‘“‘but wait till the afternoon!” he 
added, sotto voce. 

As they drew near Tygwyn, there came wafted upon 
the summer air a woman’s clear voice, singing an old- 
fashioned Welsh song. 

“That is Nesta,” said the vicar. ‘She has a sweet 
voice.” 

They stopped their horses a few minutes in the shady 
lane, and listened. ‘‘I did not know she could sing so 
beautifully,” said Hugh. 

“Oh, yes! she comes from a singing family,” 
answered the vicar. And the clear notes rang out sweet 
and pure, rising now in the joyous major of the 
refrain, and falling again into the plaintive minor, in 
whose paths the music of Wales loves most to dwell, and 
from which she seems seldom able to tear herself. 
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«<The world will change, 
We all shall change, 
But love will never die!’’ 


So sang Nesta, and as the sweet voice died away, 
they put their horses in motion again, and were soon 
dismounting at the porch, where Mrs. Morgan stood 
awaiting them. 

“*Welcome ! welcome!”’ she said, smiling and smooth- 
ing down her black apron. Here we have been shut in 
for days with nothing but water round us, like Noah’s 
Ark. Come in! come in!” 

At this moment Nesta entered, with a little fluttering 
of the heart, and a deep-seated happiness, which threw 
an additional charm over her fresh face and clear biue 
eyes; she shook hands with Mr. Gwythern, and then 
with Hugh, and her eyes rested a moment upon him 
with uneasiness. He looked pale aud worn, and there 
was an absence of the usual “‘life’ and cheerfulness in 
his looks and tones. 

“Are you quite well, Mr. Hugh ?”’ she asked with her 
quaint Welsh accent, making the ordinary question 
more interesting to Hugh. 

“Quite well, thank you,” he said, ‘only longing 
for another blow on the shore.” 

““Mr. Gwythern and Mrs. Morgan were already deep 
in the “points” of the cob, so that Hugh found the 
opportunity of saying: 

“Can you give me a little time to-day—you know I 
told you I had something to say ?”’ 

Nesta blushed from neck to forehead. She knew well, 
she thought, what this happy “‘something”’ was, but why 
did Hugh look so depressed about it? Could it be that 
he feared her answer? How she longed to set his mind at 
rest ! 

“*Grandmother,” she said, “shall I go and show the 
wreck to Mr. Hugh?” 

**Yes; you shall if you like,”’ said the old lady, “‘and 
Mr. Gwythern and IJ shall go and see the horse.” 
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‘‘And I shall ride on afterwards to the sale at 
Penrodyn,”’ said Mr. Gwythern. ‘‘ You will find me 
there, Hugh. Anyone will show you the way. What 
did you say about a wreck, Nesta?” 

““Only some wreckage thrown upon the rocks just 
below the cliffs,” she said. “‘I thought Mr. Hugh would 
like to see it. John Penlan and some others have been 
gathering what they could of it. It looks like a bright 
picture from the top of the cliff.” 


CHAPTER XXX 
HUGH TELLS HIS TALE 


Hugh bade Mrs. Morgan good-bye, and he and 
Nesta turned their faces towards the sea, and were 
soon walking on the short springy turf of the cliffs, 
Tom’s bridle slung on Hugh’s arm. Nesta tried to 
chat unconcernedly, but was not very successful; the 
shadow that seemed to have fallen upon Hugh was 
just reaching her, and marred her usual natural joyous- 
ness. 

““We heard you singing as we came up the lane,” 
said Hugh, “‘and stopped to listen. It was a sweet 
song, though I did not understand the words—the 
refrain particularly, which passed into the major key, 
and you sang it with such fervour! What were the 
words in English?” 

Nesta looked confused, and hesitated a moment. 

““T didn’t think anyone was listening to me,” she 
said. “There is the wreckage, and the people collecting 
the broken spars—-now don’t they look like a bright 
picture, with that blue sea behind them?” 
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“Yes, it is lovely,” said Hugh mischievously, with 
a slight return to his former manner; ‘‘but I want 
to know the meaning of those words.” 

Nesta had none of the mannerisms of the modern 
young lady, neither was she troubled with that false 
modesty which is often but a cloak to an unhealthy 
mind. She looked up at Hugh as she answered simply: 

“Yes, indeed, if I can translate them; they are 
beautiful in Welsh.” 


‘‘The world will change, 
We all will change, 
But love will never die.’’ 


Hugh was silent, and so was Nesta. They stopped 
a moment and could hear Tom at once beginning to 
nibble the fresh green herbage. 

“You sang it beautifully—as if you felt it.” 

“Did I?” said Nesta, slightly retiring into herself. 
The old horror of having been “‘too forward’’ was 
upon her again, as she answered: 

“IT don’t think you can sing the dear old Welsh 
songs without really feeling them.” 

“*T wish I could understand them better,” said Hugh, 
**but I don’t despair, I am really picking up my Welsh 
a little; having known it thoroughly as a child, I 
suppose, helps me. Shall we find some quiet place 
where we can sit without being disturbed ?”’ 

““There is not much here to disturb us, except the 
sheep,” said Nesta, laughing. ‘“‘I think we might, 
sit on the middle of the path from now till sunset, 
and not find ourselves in anyone’s way. But here, 
just round this crag, is my own little mountain parlour ; 
no one ever comes here but myself.” 

Hugh could not help exclaiming at the extreme 
beauty of the scene which presented itself to the eye 
as they rounded the crag. Tom was tied to one of 
the furze bushes, and with something between a sigh 
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and a groan his master flung himself on the velvet 
turf at Nesta’s feet. Her blithe and joyous manner 
was beginning to forsake her, and she longed to hear 
from Hugh what oppressed him. Hugh still looked 
moodily at the sea until Nesta said: 

‘““What is it, Mr. Hugh, that is vexing you? Is 
it something very bad, or is it perhaps like what we 
call a ‘bwci’, which is nothing at all when you come 
to look at it!” 

‘*Nesta!”? said Hugh, starting up with such energy 
that his hat fell off, and he forgot to replace it. ‘“‘I 
have tried over and over again to find fitting words 
in which to tell you of what I want you to know. 
Nesta, beloved, it is no use trying to tell you anything 
unless I begin with that truth, that I love you; you 
must have seen, you must have felt it. Yes, I love 
you, Nesta, with every feeling of my heart, every 
fibre of my being. Ever since I came here I have 
been losing possession of my heart; it is gone 
irretrievably; yours, Nesta, for ever, nothing can 
alter it.” 

Nesta had a habit which had grown up with her 
from childhood of hiding her face with her hands 
whenever anything embarrassed her, and now, feeling 
the hot blushes mounting to her temples, she had flown 
to her simple childish resource. Hugh trembled as he 
saw her hide her face, misconstruing the action. 

““Have I offended or vexed you, Miss Nesta? I 
thought perhaps you had understood my feelings, 
though I have tried not to show them in all their 
full strength. Only tell me that you are not offended, 
and I will tell you the rest’”’—and he ventured to draw 
one hand away from her face. 

She instantly dropped the other, feeling ashamed 
of her foolish habit. 

“Offended! No, no!” she said, dropping her eyes 
before his eager looks. Hugh was down again on the 
turf at her feet. 
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“Not offended, Nesta? Not even when I call you 
Nesta?—No? Well then, listen—what would you 
think of the man who made a solemn vow to a loved 
father on his deathbed, a vow which he must have 
carried with him to the spirit-land, for he died almost 
while he listened to it, that he would never marry 
while his mother lived, thinking—idiot as he was— 
that, because he had never loved, therefore he would 
never meet the woman who could stir his heart’s 
depths; then, upon the first temptation, losing his 
heart, surrendering his very soul, and here comes 
the brunt of the evil, discovering his love to her who 
had wiled his heart out of his bosom, instead of flying 
from her presence, as an honourable man would have 
done! What would you think of such a man?” 

“Is that man yourself, Mr. Hugh?” 

“Yes, Nesta, I'am that man, and you are that 
woman; and now that you know my unhappy state, 
have you any word of comfort for me, to strengthen 
me on my lonely journey through life?” 

**But—I don’t understand,” said Nesta. 

Hugh took her hand in his, and leaning on his 
elbows looking up into her face, said: 

“Don’t you understand that I love you, I love you, 
Nesta, as man never loved before, I believe; say you 
are not angry with me, darling!” 

“Angry, oh, Mr. Hugh! Well, Hugh, then; why 
should I be angry? And why should you be unhappy ? 
Indeed, indeed, I don’t understand. What can we 
want more than to love each other?” 

“Do you love me, then, darling?” said Hugh. 
**T scarcely dared to hope it, and yet sometimes I 
did hope. Now only say the words, ‘I love you, 
Hugh,’ and I shall have all the share of love and 
happiness I dare ask for.” 

He drew her towards him, and had to bend low 
to hear her whisper the words: 

**T love you, Hugh.” 


160 Where Billows Roll 


‘““Ah, Nesta; say it again, dearest, say it again!” 

And between every kiss, ‘‘Again, and again!” 

“Oh, Hugh, that will do,” said Nesta, laughing. 
“‘T mustn’t say it too often, or you will get tired of it. 
But, indeed, I want to say something, too. Have 
you told me all?” 

**All! No, darling, not half, not half!” 

‘**But I mean,” she said, “‘all your story—all that 
has been making you unhappy.” 

**All!”? said Hugh. ‘‘Good heavens, Nesta, what 
would you have more? To win the love of the sweetest 
and most beautiful girl in the world, and then to be 
bound by a vow never to ask that girl to be my wife!” 

““Ts that all, really all; there is nothing else between 
us, nothing else to separate us?” 

‘‘Nothing, beloved, nothing on my _ side—unless 
you have some objection to bring forward, and I am 
sure you have reason enough to be dissatisfied with 
me.” 

She stopped him by placing her hand on his mouth, 
which Hugh retained, after duly kissing it, of course. 

“‘Then, Mr. Hugh—oh, Hugh, then—listen to me, 
it is nothing, only the children’s bwci after all! What 
is there in that vow to make two people who love 
each other unhappy? You did not vow not to love 
me, you only vowed not to marry, and that is not a 
great hardship; could we ever be happier than we 
are now? For my part, it will make no difference 
to me. What do we want more than to love each other! 
And as long as you are true to me, Hugh, I will love 
you, and never think of the vow. Now, will you be 
happy,” she said, with pretty insistence, looking up 
in his face, “‘and put away that cloud from your brow? 
It need not be there; aren’t we friends, the best friends 
in the world, with never a secret thought that the other 
may not share? What can be better than true friend- 
ship?” she said. 

‘*“Ah! Nesta! what a selfish man I should be thus 
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o hold you linked to me—with no hope of ever being 
ble to claim you, not even ‘engaged’ to you—do you 
ot see, beloved, how unjust it would be to you? No, 
io, darling, I must give you up, though how to do 
o I cannot imagine,’ and Hugh groaned as he tried 
o think of putting her away from him. 

“But, Hugh,” she said, resting her head on his 
yreast, ““I won’t be given up. Haven’t you just 
isked for my love, and haven’t I given it to you; it 
s yours for ever; nothing can alter it, as long as you 
ove me. If I ever find that you have forgotten me, 
ind ceased to love me, then, indeed, I should cease 
0 love you, but not till then.” 

“* And that will never be, Nesta—but think, darling, 
10w long life is! And the years will drag on, and 
yet we shall never be more to each other than we are 
10w! Think of it, Nesta, and send me away, but 
send me with your blessing, and let me take with me 
the memories of this sweet hour.” 

Again Nesta’s face was hidden, but this time Hugh 
aw a tear trickle through her fingers. He pressed 
er to his heart and spoke tender words of love, but 
Nesta still hid her face. 

“What is it, my darling?’ said Hugh. “Is the 
hadow falling on you already? Then indeed I ought 
o leave you, and not darken your life any longer.” 

““No, no, no!” said Nesta—‘my tears are not for 
rour vow. I defy that to make me unhappy, but it 
s because you thrust me away from you—and because 
rou will not let me love you.” 

“Not let you love me! Child, child, you do not 
now what you are saying! I would give my life 
tself for your love, but don’t you see that I can never 
parry you?” 

“TJ don’t want you to marry me—I never thought 
f such a thing,’ said Nesta, smiling through her 
ears. ‘“‘Anw’l, anw’l! Perhaps if you had asked 
ne that, I should have said ‘no’—who knows? Hugh, 
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will you be angry if I say something about that vow? 
It was not wise.” 

*“No, Nesta, I see it now, and I think if my father 
had lived he would have seen it, too, but having 
made it v 

“Yes, having made it, you must keep it; there it is 
and nothing can alter it; but now that I know all 
about it, let it be a secret between you and me, and 
let it make no difference to our love, Hugh. I will 
not be put aside; you can do as you like, but I will 
go on for ever loving you, and only you. Would 
it be no comfort to you, as you go through life alone, 
for I suppose if you cannot marry me, you cannot 
marry anyone else; well then, would it be of no com- 
fort to you to know, wherever you are, and whatever 
you are doing, that there is one faithful heart ever 
following you in its thoughts and prayers ?”’ 

“No comfort? Oh, yes; and such happiness that 
I cannot believe it can be mine; but, Nesta, I must 
leave you free—perfectly free to unite yourself with 
some other and happier man than I.” 

“Oh, anw’l, hush!” said Nesta, tapping her little 
foot impatiently on the green sward. ‘How can you 
speak so to me? I can never, never love anyone 
but you, I never have, and I never will; I want you 
to put that vow out of your thoughts,and let us go 
on as we have been lately, simply true friends, and 
the dearest on earth to one another. Is there no 
charm in that picture, Hugh?” 

“Yes, beloved, it is a charming picture—only too 
bright for me—but I can imagine one still more so.” 
“Well, indeed, I don’t think I can then, and 
am quite happy and satisfied with your love,and in 
loving you—only, Hugh, be true to me—and do not 
forget me when you go amongst other people and other 

Scenes. 

“That is the first unkind thing you have said to me, 

darling. Forget you! You, Nesta! whose presence 
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alone thrills me with a fervour of love. Promise not 
to say that again, and promise not to think of it, 
promise!’ And Hugh sealed each promise with a 
kiss. ‘ 

‘““Indeed you must go,” said Nesta. “My grand- 
mother will be wondering, and you will get no dinner.” 

“Oh! Dinner—never mind dinner! But, Nesta, 
you have not yet given me a kiss of your own free will. 
Now, in parting, darling, kiss me once, and let me 
comfort myself with the remembrance of that until 
we meet again.” 

““When will that be?” said Nesta. 

““This evening, I hope,” said Hugh. 

Nesta began by laughing heartily as she wavered 
about in front of Hugh, with the threatened kiss 

“What a long time to remember !”” But she suddenly 
grew rather serious as she stooped towardshim. ‘“‘ Well, 
one kiss, then, Hugh—but remember we are only 
friends, and I don’t think it is the custom for friends 
to be always kissing each other.” 

She held Hugh’s hands tightly while she imprinted 
one kiss with her full red lips on his forehead. ‘‘ There, 
now then, are you satisfied?”’ she said, blushing and 
laughing. “‘That’s all I shall allow you.” 

“No,” said Hugh, freeing his hands and making 
use of them to clasp her to his heart, “‘not satisfied, 
Nesta, not satisfied, and never shall be!” 

Nesta drew herself away, and, pointing her finger 
at him said: ‘“‘Discontented man, be happy and come 
home to dinner!’’ and she whisked round the corner 
of the crag, Hugh following in a state of bewilder- 
ment. Here was he going back to the vicarage, in a 
dream of love and happiness, when he had pictured 
himself returning with aching heart and empty arms! 
Not that the dark cloud was absent from his dream of 
happiness, but in the freshness and charm of possessing 
Nesta’s love, it had retired into the background, and 
as he bade her good-bye, and their hands met in a 
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warm pressure, he put his arm in Tom’s bridle, and 
led him down the hillside with a sense of happiness 
which he had not enjoyed for many a day. 


CHAPTER XXXI 
HARRIS BEULAH 


A few days after the foregoing event, Mari Matti 
rose early, almost as early as the sun, although she had 
gone to rest late the night before. Her lodger, Harris 
Beulah, had been worse ever since Deio’s funeral, and 
for the last few days seemed to be rapidly getting weaker. 
Mari had nursed him with the devotion and tenderness 
of a daughter, or of a sister, for he was still far from 
middle age, though a delicate constitution and the 
hardships of his life made him look older. He had a 
mind and soul enlightened and refined, and therefore 
continually meeting with rebuffs and trials, as minister 
to a congregation of rough uneducated peasants who 
were wedded to their own ideas, when they had any; 
and to whom the slightest deviation from the old- 
established modes of thought meant ‘something 
wrong’’. 

Poor Harris’s sensitive nature and spiritual insight 
had continually been checked and rebuked, and he had 
gradually laid down his armour, and in meekness and 
sorrow, though not without some thrills of joyful 
expectancy, realized, that for him, the battle of life 
was over—and he had turned his face more steadfastly 
towards that other life, to which he was hastening. 

When Mari walked gently to the door of the tiny 
bedroom, the “‘Penucha” or parlour-bedroom, which 
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was, and still is, the acme of gentility in all country 
cottages in Wales, she found her lodger awake, looking 
steadfastly with bright though sunken eyes at the red 
sun which rose in the morning splendour above the 
opposite hill. While he gazed his lips moved and his 
long thin fingers pulled at the bits of wool on his quilt 
of many colours. His cheeks were flushed, andhis lips 
dry and parched, but he made no complaint, and when 
Mari advanced with a cup of tea, in those days a less 
frequent luxury than now, and shook up his pillows, 
propping him up more comfortably, and greeting him 
with a cheerful, “‘Wel, Harris bach,” his face bright- 
ened; for though one may have had converse with the 
angels through the quiet watches of the night, the voice 
of a human friend is welcome in the morning. He drank 
his tea with a quiet peaceful smile, and as Mari’s 
rough hand rested on the quilt he drew his own thin 
white fingers gently over it, and said with panting 
breath, “Good girl! Kind friend!’ Then tender 
Mari’s eyes filled with tears as she laid him down again. 

“Kind!” she said. “‘It is you who have been kind 
to me—paid me so much money for my poor services ; 
taught me so much though I am still so ignorant. 
Ach a fi! Oh! that I could do more for you!” 

“There is one thing more I want you to do for me, and 
that is, when the morning has advanced a little, to go 
to Morfa, and ask Iolo and Iola to come to me. I will 
sleep now, and I shall be rested to see them when they 
come.” 

And almost before Mari had left the room, he had 
fallen into a quiet doze. Marisat down in the Penucha, 
and throwing her apron over her head, indulged, in 
what was then, as it is now, and as long as the world 
lasts always will be known to woman as a “good cry”’. 
Then she set her little house in order for the day, with 
many ejaculations of, ‘“‘Wel, wel! Druan bach!” 

About ten o’clock, as Harris opened his eyes from a 
Fa long refreshing sleep, he saw a cloud of golden hair 
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pass his little window, and almost immediately there 
were quiet footsteps on the earthen floor of the passage, 
and Iolo and Iola stood at the door of his room. 

He held out both his hands with a smile and word of 
welcome. 

‘How kind of you tocome! Did Mari fetch you while 
T slept?” 

‘‘No,”’ said Iolo, sitting on the chair near his pillow, 
and retaining his hand, while Iola drew another chair 
beside him. ‘‘No, I heard you were worse, and felt I 
would like to see you. I have been dreaming of you all 
night.” 

“That is strange,’’ said Harris. 

**T suppose I must have slept, though I did not know 
it; it seemed very real. I have had heavenly visitants 
in the night—and you were among them——-” 

““T wanted to see you once more before I died, and 
your beautiful sister. I have always longed to know 

ou.” 

“Yes,’’ said Iolo, “I have had the same wish lately. 
I don’t know what kept us apart.” 

‘“‘And now,”’ said Iola, “I feel as if we were going to 
know more of each other.” 

‘*It must be on the other side, then,” said the min- 
ister, with a smile, though with panting breath, 
“‘for I am going to-day !”’ 

“Do you think you are?” said Iolo. ‘Well, dear 
friend,’ and he pressed the burning hand, “there o 
here—it matters not much, does it ?”’ . 

“No, I think not,” said Harris. “Lately, since I 
have lain here, there have opened to me such visions of 
faith, such vistas of coming happiness—paths leading 
on to greater knowledge of all that is good and beautiful, 
that my soul has been ravished with delight, and I 
have longed for someone whom I could speak to, who 
would understand me.”’ 

He stretched his other hand to Iola, and with a look 
of ineffable happiness lighting up in his face, said: 
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“Shall we then, indeed, walk those fields of light 
together ?”” 

*“Yes, indeed, indeed, we shall,” said Iolo, ‘unless 
my whole life, and all my spiritual experience have 
been a delusion and a deception; we shall, dear friend.’’ 

“Then leave me now,” said Harris ‘‘I quit this life 
with no regrets, except that I have not devoted myself 
more entirely to do the will of God, and followed more 
closely in the footsteps of my Saviour! Good-bye, 
dear friends !”” 

Tolo and Iola rose, and still holding his hand, both 
stooped down and imprinted a kiss upon his forehead. 
There was a lingering loosening of the hands, “Till 
then !”? he whispered, and sank back into kind of 
doze, and Iolo and Iola passed quietly out into the 
warm sunshine. 

Harris slept, or dozed for several hours, and when he 
awoke his faithful nurse stood beside him. 

“Tt is your cawl now, Harris bach; it is strong and 
good, with the rabbit Dai brought last night. It will 
do you good.” 

He shook his head and smiled. 

“No good, child, but I will take it; it will give mea 
little strength for a few last words to you.” 

She held it to his lips, and when he had drunk it 
he said: 

“First, thank Dai for this, and for all he suffered 
on my account. Now, you, Mari fach, I have watched 
you often, and I have read your secret. I know you 
love Dai, and I pray to God to grant you your heart’s 
desire, but if He does not see fit to do that, Mari, He 
will comfort you in some way. Dai is a splendid man, 
I am not surprised that you love him—but , Mari ——”’ 

“Oh! I know, I know,” said Mari, throwing her apron 
over her head, ‘‘and I am ashamed that you have found 
out my secrets. Pray God no one else may ever suspect 
it. For Dai loves no one except Iola, who has taught 
him and raised him so that he is above such a poor 
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common creature as Mari Matti! I watched her from 
the Penucha as she sat here, and saw her golden hair 
and white skin, and her beautifulgreyeyes all full oftears. 
Oh! I give him up to her, Harris bach—I only want to 
serve him in some way, and her, too, and to keep my 
love hidden from everyone. Tell me, is that a sin?” 

“Poor child, poor child!’ said the minister. “Un- 
selfish true love is no sin, and I can but commit you to 
Him who cares for even the sparrow that falls to the 
ground! Thank you, Mari; now I will sleep; draw 
down the blind a little,’’ and he fell asleep, never to 
wake again in this world. 

That night the deacons of Beulah chapel held a 
prayer-meeting in Mari Matti’s cottage. That quiet 
form under the sheet, in the Penucha, could be seen by 
all, as they knelt and prayed, and the memory of his 
pure and holy living, and his words of warning and 
advice, though often misunderstood and unappreciated 
during life-time, impressed them now as they had never 
done before; but even now, how few of them had 
dawning gleam of that light and freedom into which 
that great soul had emerged. 

Iolo and Iola had heard of the meeting. 

‘**Shall we go?” said the former. “I should like to 
show so much respect to his memory; still, I think we 
must go to Ynysoer. There is some disturbance there. 
While we have been at tea I have seen two men cross 
the Rock Bridge, and a good deal of running about 
since.” 

“Oh! they are all right,” said Miss Anna Mary. 
““Why shouldn’t they run about a little bit? Ach a 
fi, you are always thinking about them.” 

At this moment Dai’s bronzed face appeared at the 
open window, and Iola ran to him. “‘ What is it, Dai?” 
she asked anxiously. 

“Only the nvtices,”’ said Dai, flushing with excite- 
ment. ‘‘Every house to be vacated before three months 
are up. I never thought they would do it. Like rats! 
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The men said: ‘Well, why not leave the poor rats one 
corner to live in?’ Oh, Iolo,” he said, his voice 
trembling, “does the Almighty look down and see this, 
and allow it?” 

““No, He will not,” said Iolo, going to the window. 
*‘T am sure of it, Dai. Help will come from somewhere. 
We are coming back with you.” 

“Yes, indeed, come and comfort the people,’ 
Dai. 

At this moment Nesta appeared at the gate with 
Hugh, and when they had heard Dai’s story, both 
agreed to accompany him also. As they all crossed the 
Rock Bridge together, they were reminded of the storm 
which had raged when they had last passed that way. 
Nesta shuddered as she remembered poor Deio’s death 
and her own fright. 

“It was a fearful night,” said Dai, “though I have 
seen worse at Ynysoer; but Deio’s death seems to mark 
it for ever in my mind.” 

‘And yet, you would not like to leave the island?’’ 
said Hugh. 

“Leave it, sir? Where shall we go, and how can we 
tear ourselves away from the home of our fathers and 
grandfathers, who have lived and suffered, and died. 
here ?”’ 

Nesta and Iola were very silent; their hearts were 
full; and as Hugh. observed their sorrowful faces and 
subdued manner he realized how true and deep was the 
love of these unsophisticated girls for their humble 

‘brethren on the island—and he longed to help them. 
As they approached the cottages, several of the inhabi- 
tants came running towards them, many of the women 
weeping, while they clasped their little ones to their 
hearts. 

*“Oh! Iola fach! what shall we do? Oh, Miss Nesta 
anwyl! Where shall we go? No one will let a cottage 
to a ‘Bullet’! We shall die by the roadside.” 


9 


said. 
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Iolo’s presence alone seemed to act like a spell upon 
them. 

‘““Cheer up, bobl anwyl!” he said. “‘How soon you 
give up hope! Isn’t God in Heaven? And is His arm 
shortened, do you think? How He will keep us, I do 
not know, but I tell you He will and you will never 
leave this island, neither you nor your children.” 

Eyes were soon dried, and confidence once restored, 
these poor down-trodden ones rejoiced again, in the 
hope that they would still be allowed to live their lives 
of hardship and suffering together, and on their native 
rocks. From one thatched cottage to another Nesta and 
Iola went, carrying peace and comfort to all, while 
Iolo and Hugh remained outside talking to a knot of 
men, who seemed to put perfect faith in Iolo’s assur- 
ances of safety. 

“Now, we must go back,”” he said, ‘‘or the bridge will 

covered. Never fear! Think no more of your notices.” 

As they walked back together, Hugh said: 

“Well, it’s all a mystery to me! I give it up! both 
your influence over these people, and the confidence 
with which you assure them that they shall never be 
turned out. And upon my word, Iolo, you are beginning 
to bewitch me too; do you know I can’t shake off 
the feeling that they will remain in their little huts.”’ 

“T hope they will,’ said Iolo, “nay, I am sure they 
will. I cannot explain, but I would never tell them so, 
if I were not certain.” 

At Morfa gate they separated, as Nesta was going to 
stay the night there, and Hugh had to content himself 
‘with a pressure of her hand at parting. She turned 
round in the porch however, and waved her hand as 
he lingered at the gate. 
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CHAPTER XXXII 
A VISIT TO THE LAWYER 


Next day, Hugh and Mr. Gwythern were early on 
their way to Caermadoc, where the largest fair of the 
year, called “‘Ffair Haf”’, or summer fair, was being 
held. The roads were thronged with people of every 
class and condition, from the ‘Powells’’ of Pentre, 
who drove in, in their large, yellow, lumbering coach, 
to the travelling huckster, and the tattered beggar, 
each one full of his own ideas of enjoyment, and all 
anticipating a share in the delights of the day. 

Mr. Gwythern had a greeting ready for all, as they 
jogged on in the gig, which leaned soc much to one side 
that Hugh had some fears of being thrown out over his 
uncle’s head. 

‘You should always look out, uncle, for a good heavy 
driver to balance you, not a little man like John 
Bowen.” 

It was no easy job that Hugh had undertaken, when 
he offered to drive his uncle to the fair. They were 
frequently blocked by country carts full of merry 
people, and perfect flocks of little children, all dressed 
in their best, and with their thoughts too much occupied 
with rattles and gingerbread to avoid the vehicles and 
horses. There were continual shouts of “Hoi! hoi! 
now then !”’ mixed with oaths and ejaculations in Welsh. 
As they drove up the High Street, it was so thickly 
thronged that it was with great difficulty they turned 
with safety under the archway of the “Lamb” yard. 

Mr. Gwythern’s idea of the pleasures of a fair was 
evidently to stand at the door of the inn and watch the 
arrival of his friends and acquaintances, with occasional 
visits to the bar, where the ‘“‘cwrw da” was already in 
ree circulation. 
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Hugh left him in full, rather boisterous conversation 
with a burly farmer, in which the word “mochyn’”’ was 
of frequent occurrence, and elbowing his way up the 
street, was soon at the door of Mr. Oliver Hughes’s 
office. After waiting for some time he was shown into 
an inner room, where the lawyer sat. His fine frilled 
shirt and full muslin stock or cravat gave him rather 
a stiff and formal appearance to Hugh, who had latterly 
been accustomed to nothing but leather leggings, strong 
shoes, and the ordinary slouch felt hat of the period. 
It was worn by all classes alike, the only difference 
being in the pinning or fastening-up of the brim. The 
country clod left it slouching down all round, the 
gentlemen pinned it up in front or at the back, or any 
three sides, the young “‘buck”’ pinned it to suit his 
own fancy, and the phrase, “Isn’t he a buck? See 
how he cocks his hat!’? was a common saying among 
the country lassies. 

As soon as Hugh mentioned his uncle’s name, Mr. 
Hughes’s stiffness vanished, and he showed himself 
at once as the genial and warm-hearted man that he 
really was. 

‘*And so you are come to cheer up your uncle for a 
time in his loneliness, and a very good thing for him 
too; not that he wants much cheering, does he ?”’ 

“I don’t know that it is much pleasure to him,” 
said Hugh, “‘but for me, it has been a very pleasant 
time, and I only wonder that I have lived all these 
years without sooner visiting my native land.” 

““Ah! yes, it is your native land of course. I well 
remember your father, though I had lost sight of him 
for many years, and I am very glad to make the acquain- 
tance of his son.” 

“T have often heard him speak of you,” said Hugh, 
“and I should have wished to call upon you before 
returning to Ireland, even without the business reasons 
which bring me here to-day,” and Hugh began by 
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informing Mr. Hughes of the notices which had been 
served upon the Islanders. 

“Oh! yes, I know all about that,’ said Mr. Hughes; 
““we issued the notices, you know. A monstrous shame | 
*pon my word it is! and I told Powell so, but when once 
a dilatory man makes up his mind there is no stopping 
him. Where the poor wretches will go to, I can’t think, 
for no one will let them a cottage; ‘give a dog a bad 
name’, you know!” 

“TI cannot understand,” said Hugh, ‘“‘ why they are so 
much disliked; they seem to me a peculiarly deserving 
set of people—clean, respectable, and honest; in fact, 
a decidedly higher specimen of the Welsh peasant than 
their surrounding neighbours on the mainland. [ 
happened to be there yesterday, just after those notices 
were served, and the distress of the poor people was very 
touching, and Miss Iola Lloyd and Miss Nesta Morgan 
were almost as distressed as the ‘Islanders’, as they are 
called, and—and—in fact,”’ said Hugh, “I came in 
to see whether anything can be done for them, and to 
consult you about it.” 

“Ah! Isee,”’ said Mr. Hughes, taking a pinch of snuff, 
and offering it to Hugh, before replacing his gold snuff- 
box; ‘‘beauty in distress! Well, well! you are young, 
Mr. Gwythern, and your kindness of heart does you 
credit, but seriously I don’t think anything can be 
done for the poor people; out they must go; I have tried 
to argue with my friend Powell. Now, as I told him, 
if anything could be got out of the land, it would be a 
different thing, I should understand his eagerness in 
the matter ;. but all the tilling in the world will not make 
that bare rock productive, and when those squatters 
are gone it will be left to the sea birds and crabs and 
lobsters.” 

“You say you could understand his determination 
to get rid of them, if he could make anything by it; 
is he then in want of money 

“Oh! my dear sir!” said Mr. Hughes, crossing his 
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leg and tapping with his fingers on the desk, “‘ dreadfully 
hard-up sometimes. Like too many of our country 
gentry, you know! Plenty of land, but no ready 
money. They’d sell their heads for ready money!” 

‘*Then doesn’t that make a loophole for the Islanders 
to escape?’’ said Hugh. 

“*Not unless you are inclined to buy up the place,” 
said Mr. Hughes, laughing heartily at the preposterous 
idea. 

“Well, that is just what I was going to propose,” 
said Hugh. ‘‘Only I thought there was very little likeli- 
hood of a landed proprietor selling a piece of his estate.” 

“‘Neither would he, if it had been on the mainland; 
but that bare rock! why, my dear young friend, are 
you serious? Buy that wind-swept island! You must 
have plenty of money to throw away, Mr. Gwythern— 
but I am prepared to say, that if you are really in earnest, 
I know Powell is in great difficulties at present ; he hasa 
son in the Army who plays the deuce with his money, 
and Jam sure he would gladly receive yours, and give 
you nothing instead of it—for that desert is nothing, 
pray understand that.” 

‘“*T quite understand that,” said Hugh, “‘and if you 
can manage the transaction for me, I shall be infinitely 
obliged.” 

‘*And how much are you disposed to give for this 
valuable property ?”’ 

“Well, in that matter, I hope you will give me your 
advice. J amnot a millionaire by any means, but if a 
hundred or two would save these poor people from 
misery——”’ 

‘“‘ And the young ladies from spoiling their pretty eyes 
by crying!’” added Mr. Hughes, laughing at Hugh’s 
confession. ‘‘ Well, leave it to me, and I don’t think 
you will be rash in considering yourself the owner in 
prospect of the island of Ynysoer. Poor old fellow! 
it will give him quite a leg-up!” 

‘May I ask you to keep it a secret,” said Hugh. “I 
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should not like anything to be known until it is a fatt 
accompli.” 

“Certainly not,” said Mr. Hughes. ‘‘I shall see Powell 
this evening, and as soon as I can get his consent I 
will have the deeds of conveyance drawn up.” 

““T did not know lawyers could be so expeditious,” 
said Hugh; ‘“‘my experience has not led me to expect 
such a rapid conclusion of the matter.” < 

“Well, we have not concluded yet, you see!” 

“True,” said Hugh, ‘“‘and there’s many a slip between 
the cup and the lip, but I must go—you have been very 
kind to give me so much time on such a busy day.” 

Mr. Hughes shook hands very cordially, and with a 
sly twinkle in his eyes, said: 

*““Depend upon it, I will expedite matters as much 
as possible; I am not without interest in the subject, 
having seen the young ladies myself!’ and Hugh left 
him laughing softly to himself and taking a pinch of 
snuff. 

When Hugh returned to the inn, he found his uncle, 
one of a large party of farmers, with a sprinkling of 
clergy, seated at a long table which was loaded with 
viands, fowls boiled and roasted, and the usual 
favourite Welsh dish, boiled ieg of mutton and tongue. 
There was a great clatter of knives and forks, mingled 
with the loud hum of voices, boisterous laughter, and 
knocking of ‘‘blues’? and pewter-mugs on the table. 
The steam rising from the hot food and the smoke from 
the pipes of a knot of poorer, or more saving class of 
farmers, who were sitting at a round table in the 
corner, almost obscured the whole party, as Hugh 
first entered. 

“Hello, Hugh, come at last! Here is a seat for you, 
my boy, come along—mutton and tongue? Here it is! 
Peggi, some cwrw. No better brew in Caermadoc, 
Hugh!’ and he poured out a foaming tankard for his 
nephew, and another for himself. “‘ And where have you 
been ?’’ he asked, “looking out for the pretty girls, 
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eh! Sly dog!®leaving your old uncle alone all the 
morning too!” % 

““No need to look out for them uncle; they fill{the 
street and fairly press upon you; for pretty faces and 
blithe laughter, commend me to a Welsh fair.” 

“Oh! You haven’t seen the fair yet, my dearfboy, 
wait until about three o’clock.” 

““Three o’clock!’’ said Hugh, whose thoughts had 
been straying all the morning to a certain pink jacket 
and blue skirt, against which a white calf’s curly head 
was butting, ‘“‘hadn’t we better be starting soon ?”’ 

**Starting! ’Pon me honour, Hugh, you are a strange 
fellow! Why, all the fair is in the afternoon! What did 
we come for, if you are not going to see the fun, eh ?”’ 

**True for you, uncle,” said Hugh, resigning himself 
to the inevitable. “I’m your man! we’ll wait for the 
fun, by all means. But this beer, your Welsh cwrw, 
seems rather heady, doesn’t it?” 

“Heady ! my dear fellow! not a bit of it! But, Hugh” 
—and here he suddenly became so portentously solemn 
that Hugh burst into a hearty laugh. 

“You may laugh, Hugh, but I assure you I know 
exactly where to draw the line. No, no, Hugh! a clergy- 
man, you know! Vicar of a large parish! Example, 
and all that, you know! We’ll go home sober as a judge, 
my boy! But we’ll go and see the fun first !”” 

And after having done justice to the leg o’ mutton 
and tongue they turned to the group of smokers, and 
each drawing a long clay pipe from a heap which 
Peggi placed on a table, they were soon wreathing, 
each his own dream, into the curling blue puffs of smoke 
that rose from their pipes. 

“Now then,”’ said Mr. Gwythern, looking at his tur- 
nip watch, “‘shall we go out and see if we can find Mrs. 
Morgan, Tygwyn? The landlord tells me that she and 
Miss Nesta arrived about an hour ago.” 
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CHAPTER XXXIII 
THE FAIR 


“They will be near the market probably,”’ said Mr. 
Gwythern, as they pushed their way through the 
crowded street, and not a jaunty hat or fluttering ribbon 
escaped Hugh’s notice, as he sought among the crowd of 
_ lads and lassies for the face which had become so dear to 

him. Ah, there she is, talking with much animation 
to a girl dressed in the peasant costume. When 
Hugh and his uncle approached, Nesta and her grand- 
mother turned to them with surprise ; the former placed 
her hand in Hugh’s warm grasp, with a smile of greeting. 
No words were necessary or possible, with Mrs. Morgan’s 
voluble astonishment: 

“Well, to be sure! Mr. Gwythern, sir! who would 
think to see you here? Nesta, did you know they were 
coming ?”’ 

**No, indeed, grannie, I didn’t.” 

“No,” said Mr. Gwythern, “‘I didn’t mean to come 
till Hugh offered to drive me in this morning, and I 
didn’t like to disappoint him, you see!” 

““No, to be sure,”’ said Mrs. Morgan; “the young 
people, they like the fairs! though indeed, for a wonder, 
to-day, Nesta didn’t want to come with me at all, but 
I made her come. I came to meet Robert Dolwen, about 
the cob. I think he will buy him.” 

“Well, he is at the ‘Lamb’,” said Mr. Gywthern; 
“so if we go back there now, we shall catch him and 
settle the matter. Let the young people go round the 
fair !” 

Hugh gladly took charge of Nesta, and as they 
mingled with the crowd of pleasure-seekers, many 
an eye followed them, and admired the grace and beauty 
of the maiden and the manly form of her companion. 
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In Hugh’s eyes Nesta was the fairest of all that merry 
company, and Nesta thought no eye was so bright, no 
step so firm, and no figure so manly as Hugh’s! Her 
dress was of her favourite white muslin, on her shoulders 
she wore a scarf, or pelerine, also of frilled white mus- 
lin, crossed over the bosom and tied in a bow behind 
her white broad-brimmed hat lined with pink satin, and 
long gloves of doeskin reaching to her elbows, completed 
her costume, and in her waist-band she wore a bunch of 
sweet peas; while Hugh was attired in the ordinary 
morning dress of a young country gentleman of the 
period, a coat of light brown frieze, over a long waist- 
coat, and breeches of brown velvet, brown ribbed hose, 
and strong, though well-made shoes with buckles, and 
the usual broad-brimmed hat, ‘‘cocked”’ at the side, 
with a buckle and a small feather. 

‘Where shall we go to?” he said, as they turned 
towards the Market Place, where the mingled sounds of 
music and laughter, the din of gongs and shouting of 
showmen, gave evidence that the fun was fast and 
furious. 

““Well,” said Nesta, “‘a girl was telling me just now 
that there are lions and tigers in one show, and ele- 
phants! I have never seen an elephant ; will we go there 
first ?”’ 

““Of course,’? said Hugh, “‘anywhere, Nesta, with 
you; this pleasure is all the more delightful for being 
so unexpected. Fancy! a whole afternoon together, 
with no one to interfere or worry us, darling !”’ 

“Well, but—Mr. Hugh—indeed now, you mustn’t 
do that, you know.” 

“Do what?” said Hugh. 

‘“‘Oh—call me—those names.” 

‘““What names, Nesta ?’’ 

“Oh! those—you know, darling and things.” 

“Well, I won’t call you ‘things’ then, but, Nesta, 
who could look at you to-day and not call you darling ?” 

Nesta sighed. ‘‘We are only friends, you see.” 
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“JT am afraid it will be often like that. Oh! is 
that the lion roaring? or the elephant? or what? Only 
a donkey, I declare; well, indeed!’ and both laughed 
heartily. They were soon in the menagerie, surrounded 
by the cages of the wild beasts, but in spite of her 
great desire to see them, and Hugh’s presence to 
guard her, she seemed nervous and frightened, and 
heartily glad to get into the fresh air again. “But 
I am glad I have seen them,” she said, “especially 
the elephant !”’ 

They wandered on together, paying little heed to 
the scenes around them, Hugh often obliged to shelter, 
with his strong arm, the tender form beside him from 
the jostling of the crowd. They resisted the attrac- 
tions of “The Fat Lady”, and the blandishments 
of the ‘‘ Fortune Teller’, and heard not the “‘ Tea tray”’ 
which was being beaten vigorously outside the show 
where the ‘“‘Two-headed Lady’? and the ‘Horned 
Giant” from Timbuktu were to be seen, and getting 
into a less crowded part of the street they sauntered 
on and on, until the church clock struck four. 

‘“We must begin our way back,” said Nesta, waking 
from a dream of bliss. ‘‘Grannie will have tea at 
five, and then we shall go home.” 

*“Must we go back?” said Hugh; ‘“‘who knows when 
we may have such another happy time together ?” 

*‘Oh! there’s a fight,’ said Nesta, ‘‘let us cross the 
road to avoid it.” But before they could do so, 
they were in the midst of the crowd which surrounded 
two men who were trying to fight, but who were both 
evidently too drunk to do much harm to each other, and 
so the crowd laughed and jeered, and urged them on. 

“Surely, one is John the carrier,” said Hugh. 
“Yes; there goes his bag of letters,’’ and as he spoke 
the canvas wallet got dragged off his shoulders, and 
the letters, not many in number, went fluttering onto 
the road; one with a broad black border attracted 
Hugh’s attention, and he stooped to pick it up. 
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Nesta had already crossed the street, and Hugh 
followed her, carrying the letter in his hand. He 
looked anxious and serious, as they stopped for him to 
open it. Nesta watched him as he read, and saw the 
change in his countenance deepen. 

“What is it makes you look so changed?” she 
said, laying her hand upon his arm. 

“My fate, Nesta!” he answered. “‘A summons 
for me! it is from my father’s friend, Colonel Ingram, 
telling of my mother’s safe arrival at Bristol, and 
bidding me come immediately.” 

“Oh! Hugh, when must you go, then?” 

“To-morrow, dearest. I will not delay a day; you 
would not wish me to, would you?” 

“No, no!” said Nesta, compelled to control her 
feelings in the crowded street, “‘our happy dream did 
not last long—but I am not going to repine, Hugh, 
you have explained it all to me, so it is easier to bear. 
What is the good of having me for your friend, if I do 
not help you to bear your troubles ?’"—and she smiled 
up at him through the tears which were gathering in 
her eyes. 

He grasped her two hands, scarcely trusting himself to 
speak. 

‘““We must soon say good-bye, darling! God grant 
that it may be only for a time. I don’t know why I 
feel so depressed. I will write to you from Bristol, 
and again, when I have settled my mother comfort- 
ably into her new home; and then there is the little 
Swallow, always flitting across from Portreath to 
Wales and on to Bristol, and then back again—think 
you I can resist the temptation of crossing in her 
sometimes to see my ‘dearest’ friend ?”’ 

““Ah! but there is the cold black winter,’ said 
Nesta, ‘‘when the Swallow lies idle in Caermadoc 
docks, then we shall not see each other. Oh! anw’l 
how I shall long for the spring. I shall look out for the 
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first swallow—the other kind, you know—more eagerly 
than ever.” ‘ 

“There will still be the steamships,’ said Hugh, 
*‘which cross over to Milford once a month, Nesta, 
but here we are near the inn. I must go into the booking- 
office, and take my seat in the coach.” 

“Let me come with you, Hugh,” said Nesta, and 
they entered the booking-office together. 

Upon inquiry they found the coach started at six 
o’clock the next morning. 

“You will get to Milford to-morrow night,” said 
the old clerk; “there are always plenty of small boats 
to take you across, but you had better not until the 
next morning, sir, if your good lady is going too!”’ 

Nesta blushed vividly, and shrank back a little. 

“Ah! no unfortunately,” said Hugh, laughing, 
**T am going alone, I only want to book one seat.” 

“Well, well,’ said the old man, “‘you will soon be 
back, I am sure; no need to break your hearts over 
parting now. What with the coaches flying about 
and these new steamships, why there is no such thing 
as separation !”” 

“True ,‘* said Hugh cheerfully, paying his fare. 

Mr. Gwythern and Mrs. Morgan were waiting in the 
*“Lamb”’ yard as the young people came out of the 
booking-office, and both were loud in their lamenta- 
tions when Hugh showed them his letter, and told 
them his place was really booked for the coach next 
morning. 

“You see, I must go then, or wait till Monday; the 
coach only goes twice a week.” 

“Well, my boy!” said the vicar, ‘I don’t know when 
I have spent such a happy time as since you have been 
with me. Come again soon, Hugh, and come often. 
And now we’ll start, as you have to be off so early to- 
morrow.” 

“We must wait for tea,’’ said Mrs. Morgan, 
have ordered it.” 
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As he shook hands with Nesta, Hugh whispered, 
‘“‘I suppose Cymro will have his breakfast as usual 
to-morrow ?”’ 

Nesta smiled and nodded, as she followed her grand- 
mother into the inn. 

While Malen was being harnessed Hugh managed 
a hasty visit to Mr. Oliver Hughes’s office, and 
explained his inability to call upon him again owing 
to the sudden summons he had received from Bristol. 

**But any communication you may have to make me 
please send to my solicitor, Mr. Benson, of Grafton 
street, Dublin, and here is my address at Portreath.”’ 

Mr. Hughes shook hands very warmly, and hoped 
on his next visit they might become better acquainted 
‘and I will write to Mr. Benson as soon as I have seen 
Mr. Powell.”’ 

As they jogged home in the gig Mr. Gwythern was 
curious to know how the young people had spent the 
afternoon, and what they had seen, and Hugh enter- 
tained him with an account of all the sights of the fair. 

“*’Pon my honour! Hugh, I think you got the best 
of the fair after all,’’ he said. 

“IT think I did, uncle,” said Hugh, with a smile. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 
ELLA 


In the early dawn of the next day, Nesta was carry- 
ing out her pail of milk for Cymro’s breakfast. Almost 
as soon as she had entered the cowhouse she was joined 
by Hugh, and in the dim light of the old shed, with 
Cymro’s wondering eyes looking at them, they bade 
each other “‘ good-bye’’. 
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“It is only for a short time, Nesta,” said Hugh; 
‘in two months I will come back in the Swallow. 
I should not mind parting so much, if you were really 
bound to me.” 

“But I am yours, Hugh, as truly as if I were bound to 
you by the most solemn vows, as long as you are true 
to me; but I warn you, Iam not like the women I 
read of in your English ballads, who pine away and 
die for a lover who has forgotten them. If you cease 
to love me, only let me know, and that will kill m 
love at once, and I shall be no further trouble to you !”” 

Hugh laughed, in spite of his low spirits. 

“That’s what you call ‘Welsh pride’, I suppose.” 

““Yes,’’ she said, ‘‘and proper pride; but oh! I cannot 
talk about that now, when you are leaving. Hugh, 
you will write to me.soon, won’t you?” 

**Yes,”’ he said, ‘‘from Bristol. And you will write, 
Nesta ?”’ 

**Ves—sometimes—friends write to each other, 
don’t they, Hugh ?” 

*“Yes, beloved!”’ he said, ‘‘such friends as you and 
I, at all events; and now, good-bye, darling, I must 

On. 

4 Nesta clasped her hands over her heart, and said in 
a constrained though sorrowful voice: “I must not 
cry, I must not, Hugh, though my heart should break. 
Grandmother has sharp eyes, and if she saw signs of 
tears to-day, she would taunt me, and the servants 
would smile; so I must be brave all day, but to-night 
Hugh! when I go to my own room and bolt the door, 
you will know what I shall be doing—crying and sobbing 
oh! it will be a relief?” 

Hugh folded her in his arms, and as he left her, she 
took from her bosom a little sprig of white heather, 
which Hugh fastened into his hat saying: “‘It shall be 
there, Nesta, until you change it for something else ;”’ 
and with a last good-bye and still another and another, 
Hugh disappeared into the lane, and half an hour 
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later was being driven by Mr. Gwythern up the hill, 
to meet the coach at Caermadoc. 

When they came to that part of the road where the 
lane branched off to Tygwyn, Hugh saw on a high hedge 
a woman, whose blue skirt fluttered in the sea breeze, 
and who waved a white handkerchief. He leaned back 
behind his uncle, until a turn in the road carried him 
out of sight. As they passed Mari Matti’s cottage, 
Mr. Gwythern stopped, and called out, ‘‘ Hello! Mari!”’ 

Mari appeared at the door, and made two low curt- 
sys; she looked ill and pale. 

“Why, what is the matter?” said Mr. Gwythern. 
“The healthiest girl in Abersethin to be ill; that will 
never do.” 

“Tam not ill, sir,’ said Mari; “‘ perhaps I have been 
too much indoors lately while Harris was ill, poor 
fellow !”’ 

“You must take a trip in the Swallow to Ireland, with 
your uncle, Captain Roberts, to have a little sea 
blow. Eh! Hugh?” And he explained in English 
to Hugh. 

“Yes, just the thing, Mari,” said the latter ; “Swallow 
you know—sea blow—bring the roses back to your 
cheeks !”’ 

“Thank you, sir,” said Mari, “I was thinking 
indeed to ask that,’ and her English broke down. 
**Siwrne dda. Da b’ochi, sir.” 

‘What is that?” said Hugh. 

“A good journey, and may all go well with you,” 
said the vicar. 

There was much jingling of harness and stamping 
of hoofs on the paved yard of the ‘‘Lamb Inn” as the 
mail coach rumbled out of it, with its full complement 
of passengers. Morris the coachman, by whose side 
Hugh sat, was too intent upon getting his four horses 
and heavy load safely round the corner into the street 
to take much notice of his fellow-passengers at first; 
indeed, both he and Roberts the guard seemed, for 
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the time being, to think that the manner in which 
the swaying coach made its rattling progress through 
the street was the most important thing in earth and 
Heaven. Morris’s scarlet coat and gold hat-band 
shone out resplendently in the morning sun, while at 
the rear the guard stood up and blew a cheery blast 
through his long brass horn. The passengers settled 
down for their long day’s ride, the four fine horses 
threw themselves bravely into their work, and His 
Majesty’s Mail Coach, ‘‘The Highflier’”’, soon left the 
town, and was rolling swiftly on over the well-kept 
road that was bordered on each side by hedges of 
honeysuckle and roses. As they came slowly to the 
top of a hill the coachman, pointing backwards with 
the whip handle, said: ‘‘ Here we see the last of the sea.”” 
Hugh turned round to take a last look at the Bay of 
Abersethin, and as they rounded a corner of the road 
and lost sight of the sheet of blue, he felt a curious 
weight on his heart , which he had never been accustomed 
to, and which clung to him through the day, in spite 
of Morris’s jovial chats and the lovely country scenes 
through which he passed. It was late in the afternoon 
of the next day when Hugh stood at the door of Colonel 
Ingram’s handsome house in Bristol. A thick brown 
fog hung over the city like a pall, and as he waited 
for admittance his thoughts flew back to the clear 
air and breezy cliffs of Abersethin. 

During his journey he had pondered much on the 
curious circumstances under which he was about to 
make the acquaintance of his stepmother; his father 
had never described her to him, and Hugh wondered 
much what she would be like. Indeed, he had often 
been struck by his father’s reticence with regard to his 
wife, but he had never sought to force his confidence ; 
and now, as he heard a pair of creaking shoes approach- 
ing the door, he was full of a vague feeling of distrust 
and anxiety. The door was opened by a respectable- 
looking old servant-man, who showed him into a 
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lofty room where, lying on a couch near the window, was 
a fair young girl, of perhaps twenty-three years of age. 
Her face was pale as marble, and her golden hair lay 
on the sofa cushion ina tumbled mass ofcurls. Her deep 
blue eyes were closed when Hugh walked noiselessly 
into the room, but as he approached the couch she opened 
them wide, and gazed at him with a frightened look. 
Hugh felt bewildered until she held out her hand, which 
Hugh took in his, still feeling very uncertain whether 
this fairy form was really his stepmother or some 
visitor staying in the house. 

‘“You are Hugh!”’ she said, ‘“‘and oh! how like, how 
like!”? and turning her face to the pillow, she burst 
into a flood of tears. 

Hugh did not speak, but drawing a chair beside her 
sofa waited until the first burst of grief was over. 

‘*T am not often so childish as this,”’ she said, “‘ bw’ 
the sight of your face brought back to me so vividly 
the beloved one whom I have lost, whom I had picturec 
meeting me here. He was father, mother, friend, anc 
husband all combined.” 

“Yes,” said Hugh gently, “I know how dreadful i 
must be for you; remember I loved him too; indees 
all my life, my very soul has been knit to his.” 

‘““Ah! well,’’ said the poor girl, “‘we must be goo: 
friends, we must mourn together—we shall have plent: 
of time, in the long years to come; don’t let us spea. 
of it now, Colonel Ingram hates mournfulness and tears 
Here is Mrs. Breese,’”’ as a lady came into the room 
“This is my companion, Hugh; she has lived with m 
since I was a little girl, and has been a mother to me 
IT hope you will not mind her living with me?” 

Hugh greeted Mrs. Breese with cordial warmth 
for he felt at once what a load she would take off hi 
mind, in the charge of this frail creature who had bee 
so suddenly and unexpectedly thrown upon his care 
Mrs. Breese was a bright cheerful lady, of middle age 
her glistening black eyes seemed always looking ov 
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r something to laugh at, and indeed the recommen- 
ation to laugh and grow fat had been well attended to 
her. 
“Why, Ella, my child,’’ she said, “after I have been 
tting here all the afternoon waiting for Mr. Gwythern, 
ncy his coming when I was at the very top of the 
ouse,”” and she panted and bustled about and patted 
1e cushions, etc. Colonel and Mrs. Ingram then came 
to the room; the latter, a delicate-looking old lady 
ith silvery hair and a sweet and gentle expression. 
lewas a tall, stiff, and starchy-looking old man, who 
ppeared as though nothing less than an earthquake 
ould move him. 
Mrs. Ingram spoke tenderly to Ella, smoothing her 
urls with her hand, and turning to Hugh, she said: 
Ah ! it is a precious charge your father has left to you.” 
“Please God,’’ said Hugh, ‘“‘I shall so guard her, 
od shield her from every storm, which is in my power 
) avert, that my dear father’s trust in me may be 
lly justified.” 
‘**T am sure you will,” said the old lady. 
‘* Just so, just so!”’ said Colonel Ingram. 
As the evening wore on, the party fell into more easy 
ad natural conversation, and gradually Hugh was 
formed of all that had occurred since Ella’s arrival 
. England, more especially of the accident, from the 
fects of which she was now suffering. 
“That is why I am lying here,” she said, “but I 
ype I shall be all right ina few days: my foot slipped 
_ stepping onto the quay, and although Colonel 
gram caught me and prevented my falling into the 
ater, yet I hurt my back a good deal, and the doctor 
ys a few days’ rest is absolutely necessary.’ 
Hugh thought he detected an anxious look in Mrs. 
ram’s face, as Ella spoke. 
“What are you going to call me, Hugh? she said. 
“Well, what shall it be?” said Hugh. “Mrs. Gwy- 
ern ?”’ 
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“Oh! no, that is much too formal. Call me Ella.’ 

After dinner they played at whist, as Colonel Ingran 
could no more have slept without his usual rubbe: 
than he could without his “‘night cap’’ of toddy, Ell 
remaining on the couch and watching them. Hugh wa: 
not sorry when they retired for the night, and he couk 
give himself up to his own thoughts. 

“T see it all now,” he said to himself, ““why my fathe 
never told me anything about his wife. He need no 
have feared blame from me, and I can well understanc 
how that little fragile flower twined herself round hi 
heart, and appealed to his sense of protection, as wel. 
as to his love.”” And he registered another vow it 
his heart that he would cherish and befriend his father’, 
wife as though she had been hisown mother. He lookec 
out over the tiles and chimney-tops, and to the star-li 
sky beyond, and a deep sigh escaped him. ‘Poo 
Nesta !’’ he said, and, sitting down to the escritoire 
he wrote to her—a long, long letter giving her ar 
account of his journey, and a description of his step. 
mother. 


“TI have told you, Nesta darling, how youn; 
she is, but I trust to you not to mention it toany 
one, as I do not wish my uncle, who was alway 
rather hard upon my father for marrying again 
to know what a mere child he married; bu 
I am sure she is sweet and good, and all that h 
imagined her. A little frail, delicate thing 
something like Iola, only not so strong-looking 
I am sure you would like her, Nesta! You ar 
in my thoughts continually, beloved! and there i 
no happiness for me away from you. This surely 
you cannot blame me for saying, though you di 
give me such strict orders not to forget that we ar 
friends only. Good-bye, then, dearest, and writ 
soon to your true friend, 

“HUGH GWYTHERN.” 
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It was not considered possible or safe for Ella to travel 
yy coach, and therefore the next day Hugh and Colonel 
ingram went down to the docks and took berths in the 
Vay flower, trading between Bristol and Dublin, with 
xccommodation for a few passengers, and Ella revived 
2 little at the prospect of finding rest inher husband’s 
1d house. 


CHAPTER XXXV 
NESTA’S DISAPPOINTMENT 


At Abersethin everything went on much as usual 
uiter Hugh left. Nesta, though a shadow had fallen 
yver the world, still nursed her love in secret, and was 
1appy in spite of everything. She looked forward with 
ntense pleasure to receiving a letter from Hugh, and 
is she sat at her spinning-wheel in the quiet summer 
1fternoons, she hummed a song of gladness. She had not 
seen William Owen for some time; he had kept away 
surposely, offended with Nesta, and brooding sullenly 
yver her refusal of his offer ; now, he began to come again, 
»ften dropping in on the pretext of giving some advice 
ibout the farm. One afternoon, when he came in, 
Nesta looked up from her spinning with a pleasant 
mile, and said: “I am so glad you come in to see us 
ometimes, William. I was afraid I had offended you, 
ind I know my grandmother misses you very much.”’ 

**T suppose you would not, Nesta,” he said, with a 
owering look. 

“Indeed, indeed, I would.” 

“Well, I thought while Mr. Hugh Gwythern was here 
o often, I was not wanted.”” 

A hot blush spread over Nesta’s face, which she tried 
o hide by stooping to bite her thread; but William 
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Owen detected it, and went away, feeing more sure 
than ever that Hugh was the cause of her rejection of 
him. 

The post only reached Abersethin twice a week, and 
on the next Tuesday morning John Penlan and his 
wallet drew near. Before he turned down to Abersethin, 
he always passed through the farmyard at Twrygraig, 
where he knew a foaming tankard of ale was waiting 
for him. On this occasion William Owen stood at the 
gate as he approached, and with an unusually pleasant 
greeting, accompanied him into the farm kitchen, 
where a seat on the bench by the fire was always reserved 
for him at this hour of the day. 

‘“‘Any letters for me to-day, John?” 

“Don’t know, indeed, sir,’’ said John, fumbling in 
his bag. 

‘‘Here, turn them all out,’’ said William Owen, 
and, taking hold of the bag, he shook all the letters 
out on the table, and immediately espied one addressed 
““To Miss Nesta Morgan’’, tied round with red silk and 
sealed. He picked up that with his own, and at the 
first opportunity pushed it into the heart of the burning 
peat fire, feeling he had quite answered the claims of 
honour by not reading the letter before he destroyed it. 

John sat a good hour sipping his ale and gossiping 
with the servants, and then went down the hill towards 
Abersethin. At the corner of the lane which led to 
Tygwyn, Nesta was waiting with flushed face and eager 
eye, her skirts and curls blown about by the sea breeze. 

“‘ Anything for me or grannie to-day, John?” 

John emptied his bag on the side of the hedge, and 
Nesta scrutinized every letter. There was one for Mr. 
Gwythern, and though she had never seen Hugh’s 
writing, she felt certain it was from him. Once again 
she went over every letter, before returning it to John’s 
wallet. 

‘““None, miss?”’ said John. 

“No, none,”’ said Nesta in a bright voice. And as she 
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retraced her steps along the lane to the house, she still 
looked bright and joyous, though there was a little 
aching disappointment at her heart. 

‘*Something must have prevented his writing,’’ she 
thought, “I shall get a long letter on Thursday.” 

In the afternoon they had two visitors; first, Mr. 
Gwythern, puffing and panting after his walk through 
the hot sun, and wiping his steaming head with his 
Indian silk pocket handkerchief. 

“Poh! This cool hall is delightful, after the hot glare 
outside. 1 just came up to tell you that I heard from 
Hugh this morning.” 

Nesta’s heart fluttered—another knot in the thread. 

“He has got to Bristol all right, found his mother at 
Colonel Ingram’s, and they are going on to Ireland next 
week. Let me see’’—and he fumbled about in his pockets 
—**J would read the letter to you, but I have left my 
spectacles at home. Here, Nesta, your young eyes will 
read it.”” Mrs. Morgan smoothed her apron and pre- 
pared to listen, while Nesta took the letter to the window 
ostensibly to get more light, but really to hide her face 
while she read. It was rather a hurried letter, but Hugh 
promised a longer upon his arrival in Ireland, and 
desired kindest remembrances to all his friends at 
Abersethin. Nesta read that letter with intense interest , 
not a line nor a stroke escaping her. Now she would 
know the writing on the outside of her letter when it 
came, and could pick it out at once from John’s bag. 
For it would come—of that she felt certain, having 
full and firm faith in her ‘‘ dearest friend’’. She folded 
it up with a loving, lingering touch, and returned 
it to Mr. Gwythern, 

‘Very nice letter indeed,” said Mrs. Morgan. ‘‘ Dear 
me, how very good he writes in English. Now, I 
couldn’t do that, if it was to save my life.”’ 

Nesta returned to her spinning after Mr. Gwythern’s 
departure, and soon the whir of her wheel was blended 
with the humming of her song:— 
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‘“*The world will change; 
We all shall change; 
But love will never die!’’ 


The second visitor was William Owen. “I met Mr. 
Gwythern as I came in,”’ he said. “‘He tells me he has 
heard from his nephew.” 

““Yes,’? said Nesta. “I have just been reading the 
letter to my grandmother; Mr. Gwythern had forgotten 
his spectacles.” 

William Owen stood in the cool shadowed window, 
while before him, in the sunshine, the cornfields, now 
beginning to ripen for the harvest, lay, and beyond the 
blue sea, with Ynysoer stretching out from the mainland 
like a gold and purple gem. 

‘“* How hot it all looks from this cool room,” he said. 

‘““Yes, and how lovely !’’ said Nesta. ‘‘ Who could guess 
that there was so much misery in that little island, 
which looks so bright in the sunshine?” 

“Misery, what misery?”’ he said. ‘‘Oh! you mean 
about the notices to quit. Powell, of Pentre, was talking 
to me about it to-day. I don’t believe anything will 
come of it, after all—at least, a word from me would 
decide it one way or another. He told me to-day he 
thought they would be troublesome to turn out. If I 
say: ‘Oh, let them alone, and don’t take any more 
trouble in the matter,’ he will take my advice; but if 
I say: ‘The neighbourhood will be well rid of them, and 
every one expects you to carry out your original plan,’ 
they will be turned out neck and crop before the begin- 
ning of winter, Nesta.” 

Nesta shuddered, as she joined him at the window 
and looked out at the lovely scene. 

‘Poor things !”’ she said. “‘ What will become of them ? 
Ann Pentraeth, with her week-old baby! and Madlen, 
with her three sweet little children! turned out of their 
homes just as the cold weather is coming on! Oh! 
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William, couldn’t you do something to prevent this 
cruel wrong 

‘““Well, as for me,” he said, “‘I detest the whole lot 
of them, but for your sake, Nesta, I will see what I 
can do for them.”’ 

*‘And as for me,” said Mrs. Morgan, “I don’t care 
whether they will be turned out or not. Indeed, I 
wouldn’t like the poor creatures to be wandering about 
the country in the cold weather ; our barns and hay-lofts 
will be fuller than they are now. Ach a fi! they are 
getting very troublesome lately. When is that wonder- 
ful house which they are building at Caermadoc to be 
ready, William ?” 

““The workhouse! it will be ready in the spring, I 
think.” 

**Well indeed, it will be very convenient,’ said Mrs. 
Morgan. ‘“* When the tramps come, I[ will only have to 
say’’—with a wave of her hand—'there’s a nice house 
waiting for you at Caermadoc, food and fire and lodging, 
so don’t bother me,’’ and she laughed contentedly in the 
plenitude of her home comforts. 

Thursday morning came, and with it, John Penlan’s 
second journey to Caermadoc. 

As usual, on his return, the letters were first turned out 
at Twrygraig, but there was nothing to-day from Hugh. 
At the corner of Tygwyn lane stood Nesta as before, a 
little more wistful, a little more anxious as she turned 
John’s bag out, and spread its contents on a bank of 
sea-pink and wild thyme; still not one from Hugh! 
She put them back wearily into John’s bag. ‘“‘Not 
one for me!” she said, as she returned up the lane, 
“‘how is it, I wonder? I felt so sure there would be one 
to-day. Oh! dear anw’1!”’ and she pressed her hand 
over her heart as if to still its throbbing. ‘Well, I 
won’t distrust him; there must be a reason, some good 
reason; I will wait until the letter comes. Oh! what 
a happy day that will be, indeed!” and she still went 
about her household duties as cheerfully as she could. 
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Cymoro still got his meals regularly, and as many, 
if not more, caresses, but she was more silent while she 
attended to him ; there was no singing in the field, there 
was no humming at the spinning-wheel, and as post 
after post came in, bringing no letter for her, her anxiety 
and unhappiness grew unbearable, and one day she sat 
down to write to Hugh; the letter was short, for she 
would not trust herself to write all that was in her heart. 
She spoiled many sheets of paper before she was satis- 
fied, and at last she wrote: 


‘““My DEAR HUGH, 

‘“You promised to write to me from Bristol. 
I have never, never received a word from you yet, 
though I see you have written to your uncle. I 
am so doubtful and uncertain what this may 
mean that I cannot write to you naturally. Only 
write to me, let it be what it will, and 

‘Believe me still your faithful friend, 

““NesTA MORGAN. 


“P.S.—Oh! Hugh, have you forgotten me?” 


She kept this letter in her pocket for another week, 
still hoping against hope, but at last, in despair, she 
rose early in the morning, and met John Penlan on his 
way to Caermadoc, and dropped her letter into his bag, 
sealed, and addressed to “Hugh Gwythern, Esq., 
Portreath, Ireland’’. 

She did not know that John had been ordered to call 
at Twrygraig on his way to Caermadoc, and to send up 
his bag to Mr. Owen’s room as he liked to put his letters 
in himself; this he did on the morning when poor 
Nesta’s letter was dispatched, and when John was plod- 
ding on his way in the dewy morning. Nesta’s letter to. 
Hugh lay on William Owen’s dressing-table, until he 
was ready to go down to his breakfast, when the first 
thing he did was to place the letter, over which so many ' 
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tears had been shed, in the heart of the fire. As he had 
not read Hugh’s neither did he read Nesta’s, and he 
dismissed the subject from his mind as quickly as 
possible. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 
A WEAK MOMENT 


The weeks slipped by at Abersethin, and the summer 
merged into autumn; Nesta received no answer to her 
letter, though she haunted the corner where John 
Penlan passed down to the village. Her step was slower, 
and her voice less joyous than it had been, but still 
she made a brave stand, and determined that if she broke 
her heart none should know. At last, even when farmers 
were beginning to lean over their gates, and look 
with a critical eye at their cornfields, there came another 
letter from Hugh to Mr. Gwythern, telling of his safe 
arrival at Portreath, and of Mrs. Gwythern’s increased 
illness, brought on, it was supposed, by her fall on the 
quay at Bristol. 


**T feel it would not be right or kind to leave her 
in a strange place while she is so ill,” 


he wrote; 


“but as soon as she is better, I mean to return to 
Abersethin for a month or two before the winter 
sets in. There are one or two subjects that I should 
like to gain a little information about when I come; 
meanwhile, send me some news of all the good 
people at Abersethin. How are Ioloand Iola? Do 
Mrs. Morgan’s corn crops promise as favourably 
as her hay? and is Miss Nesta Morgan well?” 


Thus did Hugh try to get some knowledge of Nesta. 


He had written to her again upon arriving at Port- 
reath, although he had received no answer from her. 
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“What could be the reason of her silence ?”’ he wondered, 
and again he wrote begging for some explanation. 
‘At all events,’ he thought, “‘I shall soon go over 
to Abersethin, and find it all out.”? But alas! Ella had 
become so much worse after her arrival at Portreath, 
that to leave her would have been impossible; and each 
day as it passed left Hugh with a heavier weight on his 
heart. 

When Mr. Gwythern took Hugh’s second letter up to 
Tygwyn, Nesta listened to it all without any outward 
sign of emotion, but inwardly her heart swelled—almost 
to suffocation, and she left the house upon the pretext 
of seeing after Cymro. As she crossed the yard, she held 
her head high, and stepped daintily over the heaps of 
straw, but when she once gained the dim light of the 
barn she pressed her clasped hands over her heart, 
and knowing that there was not even Cymro to hear her— 
for he was out in the fields and gambolling amongst the 
daises—she gave way to her feelings, and moaned and 
sobbed, while she rocked herself backwards and for- 
wards. Suddenly she rose and stamped her foot on the 
ground. 

‘““How dare he? How dare he treat me so? To make 
me confess that I loved him! To promise to write to 
me, and then to think no more about me! I suppose 
he thinks himself a fine English gentleman, who can 
come down here and amuse himself for a while with a 
poor country girl! I have heard there are such men, 
but it is not Nesta Morgan who is going to break her 
heart for any one of the kind!”’ 

Then she went out into the field behind the barn, 
and sitting down on the grass beside Cymro put her 
arm round his neck, and leaning her head against his 
sleek shoulders, let the tears course each other unchecked 
down her cheeks, while Cymro nibbled contentedly at 
the daisies and clover. 

“Oh! Cymro!’’ she said, changing her mood, “the 
often kissed you here on your pretty white forehead, 
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and I will kiss you on the same spot, for you cannot 
help his cruelty; I have no one but you left to love me 
now,’ and thus she mourned in secret, thinking that 
no one guessed her trouble—but there was one who knew 
it well, who watched for every change in the guileless 
countenance, and without compunction saw it daily 
erowing paler and sadder. 

He often came to Tygwyn now, and endeavoured to 
ingratiate himself with Nesta by little kindnesses and 
attentions, which, though she at first turned from 
them almost with loathing, gradually became natural 
to her. 

Her feelings towards Hugh changed frequently, and 
wore out her strength, and undermined her health by 
their force. 

Sometimes she blamed herself for suspecting her 
“dearest friend”’ of any intentional neglect, or rudeness. 
“He will write and explain it all some day; he will, I 
know; he must!’’ 

At other times the passionate Welsh temper asserted 
itself, and she felt herself not only forgotten, but 
insulted—and then she would draw herself up and toss 
her brown curls from her flushed forehead. 

“What! am I, Nesta Morgan, to be insulted and 
neglected by a stranger! Haven’t I always heard that 
the Saeson are false? and his mother was a Saesnes— 
but he shall not know I care, and if he ever comes again, 
oh! anw’l, how different I will be!’’ 

It was generally in the fields with Cymro that she thus 
soliloquized, and it happened that one day when she 
was returning through the lane, her heart sore and sad 
and her eyes heavy with weeping, that William Owen 
overtook her. For a moment, even his hard heart was 
softened by her altered appearance,and he spoke in a 
gentle tone, and tried to interest her in the current 
zossip of the village; but he was unfortunate in his 
subject. 
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“Have you heard of little Mari Matti’s illness?” he 
said. 

““No, indeed,’”’ said Nesta. “Is she ill, poor girl? 
I thought she was looking pale when I saw her at the 
hay-making, but the hot weather makes us all pale.” 


CHAPTER XXXVII 
IOLA AND DAI 


As the month advanced, the “‘notices”’ still hung like 
the sword of Damocles over the islanders. The presence 
of Iola and Iolo seemed more precious than ever to 
them, and it was touching to see how the children clung 
to Iola as she gathered her reading class around her. 

‘“Now then,” she said one morning, after an hour’s 
reading, “‘ who knows most of what I have been teaching 
this morning ?” 

Many voices answered at once, “Frainc, Frainc!”’ 

“Where is it?’ ‘ 

**Over that way,’’ and they turned and pointed over 
the Morfa hills. 

“Quite right, but is it north, south, east, or west?” 

‘“‘South-east,”’ the children answer. 

“But if you went up over those hills, would you come 
to it at once?”’ 

‘No, no, much country first.” 

“What country?” 

“‘First Wales, and then across England.” 

“And after you had crossed England, what would 
come then ?”’ 

“The sea.” 

“What is it called?” 
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“Straits of Dover.” 

“And if you look across that sea, what would you see 
far away like a cloud?” 

“Frainc!!!’? in stentorian tones. 

“Good children, indeed,’? and so on; and this was 
Iola’s simple teaching to the children; their only re- 
ward—a kiss. The elder lads gathered round Iolo, 
and eagerly listened while he spoke to them in plain 
unvarnished language, telling them of some interesting 
passage in English or Welsh history. 

The favourite ‘“‘class’”, however, excepting of course, 
the singing class, was the poetry recitation, when 
Iolo would tell them of Milton or Shakespeare, or poets 
of their own country, illustrating his teaching by 
reciting from memory short pieces from each author. 
In this simple manner the twins imparted to their 
humble brothers or sisters the knowledge which they 
themselves had acquired, more by perception and 
intuition than by any regular teaching. Although taught 
in this desultory manner, the young people of Ynysoer 
were far more advanced in general knowledge than most 
young people of the same age, and even of a higher 
class, and Iolo felt certain that in time the prejudice 
against them would vanish; and it would have been a 
real grief to him to lose from out of his life these 
interesting and unsophisticated people. 

Nesta arrived in time to join the singing class and 
bravely led the second voices in the part singing, while 
Tola’s sweet voice led the trebles, or sopranos. After 
the day’s teaching was over there were the sick and old 
_to be visited, and always the few minutes’ loving talk 
at Nanti Nell’s, and then Dai’s careful escort over the 
Rock Bridge. 

The latter had lately been less joyous and cheerful, 
and his song was never heard amongst the rocks while he 
laid his lobster pots, or hunted for crabs under the over- 
hanging seaweeds. 

One bright sunny day Dai and Iola sat on the burn- 
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grass together while Iolo chatted to a knot of boys on 
the beach. 

“Dai,” said Iola, “do you know that for the first time 
in our lives, you are making me unhappy ?” 

“T, Iola! I, making you unhappy! What do you 
mean? I, who would lay my life down for you with 
pleasure any day.” 

“You would make me very unhappy if you did that ; 
but why are you so sad? What would make you quite 
happy, Dai? Would money, or grandeur, or would 
you like to leave Ynysoer? I have money you know. 
Would you like to go and see England or Ireland?” 

‘“Never,’? said Dai, ‘never could I leave you, 
Iola; my life is wrapt up in you!”’ 

‘“*And why should that make you unhappy, Dai? I 
love you too, with all my heart, but it only fills me 
with joy.” 

“T don’t know how it is, but I am not happy—I 
want to be always near you, always doing something 
for you, I want to be learned, and—and—well-dressed, 
and I never shall be!” 

“Oh! Dai, why think of such trifles, haven’t we our 
lovely island and the sea? our walks and talks together, 
and our singing, Dai? and we love each other so much! 
What more do we want ?” 

“IT suppose it is ‘death’ I am waiting for, Iola, then 
only can you and I be always together.”’ 

“Yes,’’ said Iola pensively, “that will be a lovely 
time, Dai, when we are all together there.” 

“Yes, then I shall be happy.” 

“Not till then, Dai? I always seem to have a little 
ache in my heart now, and it is because you are sad.” 
“Well, I must try to be happy then,’’ said Dai. 
And they were both silent until Iolo joined them. 


* * * * 


Having obtained a half-promise from Nesta, William 
Owen was not inclined to rest satisfied with that; for 
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he had formed his plans with wily acuteness, and hitherto 
they had turned out successfully. He did not neglect, 
therefore, to follow them up by often appearing at 
Tygwyn, and making himself useful to Mrs. Morgan 
and Nesta by various little acts of kindness, and to the 
latter especially by hinting what he could do, and what 
he was doing for the islanders, though he had really 
done nothing but suggest to Mr. Powell that the three 
months were wearing away without any signs of Ynysoer 
being / vacated. 

Nesta was not surprised, though she shivered a little 
when, sitting in the cool hall one afternoon, he pressed 
his suit with earnestness and some real love. She sat 
with idle thread, at her wheel, but when he took her 
hand—she still pleaded for a little delay. 

““Why, darling? Is there any one you love more than 
me?” ; 

*“No, oh! no!” said Nesta, her head drooping and 
her fingers relaxing their hold of the thread. She 
believed for the moment that her love for Hugh was 
dead, or had turned to hate, and her passionate Welsh 
nature could not brook with patience the insult which 
she thought had been offered her. She longed to show 
her independence, and for a time the fiery pride of her 
race blazed within her, and blinded her to the fact that 
in truth her heart was Hugh’s and his only! 

‘Give me three days to think of it, William,’ she 
said at last, and he had gone away perfectly satisfied. 

The first day Nesta roamed about the house in a list- 
less manner; she attended to all her household duties 
as usual, but she walked as in a dream, and when in 
the afternoon she sat at her spinning the wheel was con- 
tinually silent, Nesta sitting before it, with her hands 
resting idly on her lap, and her eyes gazing absently 
over the blue sea. As she looked, a little ship with snowy 
sails appeared from somewhere, as if it had dropped from 
the sky. Her hands clasped and unclasped as she gazed. 
Surely it was the Swallow! and he might be on board, 
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and her heart fluttered, so that a little old-fashioned 
locket she always wore round her throat palpitated 
visibly; but she stood up, and stamping her foot on the 
ground, turned her thoughts resolutely away from 
Hugh, and for the rest of the day laughed and chatted 
as blithely as ever. 

Next day she almost wished the third day had come 
when she would give her final answer to William Owen, 
and end this uncertainty. Meanwhile the Swallow 
had unloaded her cargo and was lying idly waiting 
until the next high tide should enable her to flit away 
again. 

Mari Matti had not returned in her, but had remained 
at Portreath, lodging with some poor fisherman’s widow, 
meaning to come back on the next voyage. But Hugh 
had come, Ella having recovered a good deal unex- 
pectedly, and at the moment when the white sails had 
attracted Nesta’s attention, Bugh was leaning over the 
side and looking up at Tygwy.i full of anxiety and doubt ; 
misgivings only to be miserably strengthened when he 
arrived at the vicarage. 

Mr. Gwythern could only tell him of rumours of 
Nesta’s engagement—rumours which William Owen 
had taken pains to spread; so, determined to find out 
for himself the truth, Hugh turned his face towards 
Tygwyn soon after breakfast the next morning. It 
was a glorious sunny day, the heat tempered by the sea 
breeze. As he approached the turning of the lane to 
Tygwyn he was oppressed with the feeling of coming 
evil, which continued as he passed the damp corner 
where he had gathered the forget-me-nots for Nesta 
on that evening when he had first walked with her. Oh! 
so long ago it seemed! He wished with a sigh he had 
never come to Wales at all, and he turned to look over 
the gate at the other side of the lane. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 
MARI MATTI’S MISTAKE 


In the middle of the field Nesta was sitting on the 
ground, a large white sun-bonnet shading her face, and 
while Cymro grazed beside her, she was idly picking 
the daisies and dropping them on the grass, evidently 
in deep thought. 

Hugh was quickly inside the gate, and walking 
towards her over the soft turf. She did not hear him, and 
as he approached he heard a deep sigh, just sucha sigh 
as he had heaved himself a few minutes before. 

**Nesta!”’ he said at last, as he still saw nothing but 
the crown of the sun-bonnet. In a moment she had 
started to her feet, the hot blood mantling in her face, 
and then leaving it deadly pale. She held her hand out 
coldly. 

“Well indeed! Mr. Hugh; how are you? You startled 
me rather.” 

**T beg your pardon,’’ said Hugh, taken aback by her 
coldness. “‘I came in at the gate, seeing you here, and 
the grass is so soft’—he stammered and hesitated, but 
suddenly blurted out, ‘“‘I have only come up, Nesta— 
well then, Miss Nesta—to ask you a plain question. Is 
it true that you are going to marry Mr.William Owen ?”’ 

“Yes,” said Nesta, with a pang at her heart, ‘‘it is 
true.’’ There was a moment’s silence between them, 
Nesta standing cold and proud. 

‘“*Then, that’s all, Nesta; but before I go, I want to 
tell you that I do not blame you, even in thought! 
You are acting wisely—our position was an anomalous 
one, and I felt continually that I had no right to—---”’ 

““Oh! hush, please!’’ said Nesta, “‘I have no time to 
listen. I must take Cymro in, so good-bye, Mr. Hugh.” 
She held out her hand again, and Hugh felt she meant 
it to be a final good-bye. 


He ne 
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“But why? but why,” he was beginning, feeling 
puzzled and grieved; but Nesta was already nearing the 
gate, and leading the willing Cymro by his velvet ear; 
and as she went she sang in clear tones: 


‘*The world will change; 
We all will change; 
But OVE) cise cette <2 


and here she realized what she was singing, and her 
voice dropped, and as she went slowly through the lane 
she said: “*No, no, Cymro, love will never die, never 
change, never! never!’ and the tears coursed each 
other silently down her cheeks. 

Hugh stood transfixed where she had left him. He 
heard the clear voice singing while his heart was aching; 
he heard the words and the sudden drop in the voice. 
“False, false!’? he muttered as he turned slowly 
towards the gate, “and I had trusted my very soul to 
her! Fool that I was!’’ He turned to the vicarage, with 
every tender feeling of his nature torn and wounded 
and began to take up his life again, without the light 
and faith and warmth which had always hitherto bright- 
ened his path. Hugh could not weep and moan like Nesta, 
but he suffered—and the iron ploughed deep into his 
soul. 

Next day brought William Owen early to Tygwyn, and 
Nesta, pale as marble, but with regained calmness, gave 
him a ready answer. She would accept him, if he cared 
to take such a cold-hearted creature, and she laughed a 
hard mirthless laugh. 

“But I will try to make you a good wife, William,” 
she said, “‘and be a good and faithful manager of all 
your affairs, and will you remember your promise to 
speak for the poor islanders ?”’ 

“IT will indeed, darling,” said he, and Nesta allowed 
him to draw her towards him, and kiss her for the first 

ime since she had been a child, and ashe did so a feeling 
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of almost acute pain coursed through her veins, and she 
realized that her purgatory had commenced; but her 
pride upheld her, and when he pressed her to name an 
early day for their marriage she made no difficulty 
about it. 

“You see, Nesta,’ he said ,“‘ the corn harvest will soon 
be here, and it would be best to have it over before 
then. Shall we say this day month, darling?” - 

‘*When you please, William,” she answered. “Yes, 
that will suit me, as well as any other time.” 

‘So be it then !”’ said William Owen, well-pleased, and 
Mrs. Morgan was well-pleased, too, when she came in, 
and heard that Nesta was to be married next month. 
The news spread like wildfire over the neighbourhood, 
and soon reached Iolo and Iola at Morfa. 

“Of course,” said Miss Anna Mary, “I always knew 
how it would end. . A very good match for Nesta, too! 
William Owen, no doubt, is a very rich man, and coming 
from a good old Welsh stock.” 

Iolo was silent, and Iola looked at him wistfully. 
“What does it mean, Iolo?” she said; “I thought it 
was going to be otherwise—poor Nesta !”’ 

** And so it ought to be,”’ said Iolo, and he shuddered. 
“That dreadful man, too! Oh, Nesta!’’ 

Hugh heard the subject talked of wherever he went, 
and though he winced inwardly, he was successful in 
completely hiding his feelings from his uncle, and, 
of course, from strangers. 

He paid frequent visits to Mr. Oliver Hughes’s office 
at Caermadoc, until at last everything had been settled 
to his satisfaction, and about a week after his conver- 
sation with Nesta he returned to Abersethin one evening 
with the deeds in his pocket making him possessor of 
the Island of Ynysoer. On the following morning, 
he set off towards Morfa, hoping to catch Iolo and Iola 
before they went to the island. His road led him 
under Cymro’s field, and he could not resist the temp- 
tation of climbing up the high bank which divided it 
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from the road, to look into the field. “Yes, there is 
Nesta as usual, sitting down to rest beside Cymro.” 
She leant against a golden gorse bush, and her attitude 
was listless and even desponding ; she was so unexpect- 
edly near, that Hugh drew in his breath and silently 
lowered himself to where she could not see him. Long 
he gazed at the sweet face shaded by the white sun- 
bonnet; long he watched the despondent attitude, and 
wondered what was passing behind those earnest eyes, 
so sadly fixed upon the sea. At last she stood up, and 
Hugh distinctly heard a sound, half-sob, and half-moan, 
as she and her willing captive turned towards the 
gate. Hugh watched her with a heavy heart, till she 
disappeared in the shady lane, and then continued his 
walk gloomily. ‘‘ What is the meaning of this mystery ?”’ 
he thought. ‘‘Whatever it is, nothing can alter the 
fact that I love her, and always shall!”’ 

He was fortunate in meeting Iolo and Iola as they 
were leaving Morfa. ‘May I come with you?’ he 
said. ‘‘I have something to say to you, that I think 
you would like to hear.” 

“Oh! have you, indeed?”’ said Iola, clapping her 
hands. ‘‘Is it to be as we wished after all?” 

‘And what was that?”’ said Hugh. 

‘““That you and Nesta were to be married.”” 

Hugh flushed all over his dark face. 

““No!”’ he said; ‘Sit is not that! Would to God it 
were. But let us say no more about that, it is too 
painful to me.” 

‘“‘We are friends,”’ said Iola, “both yours and hers, 
so we will say no more to anyone. What is your 
news? Shall I guess? Last night I could not sleep 
for hours, but when I did I dreamt I saw you coming 
towards me, holding out your hands, one clasped 
over the other; you raised one hand, and on the palm 
of the other lay an oval stone of gold and blue and 
purple colour. I stooped to look at it, and on the 
stone was written “Ynysoer’.”’ 
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*“Ah! the wish was the father of the thought,” said 
Hugh. And he took from his pocket a legal-looking 
document. ‘‘These are the deeds,’’ he said, ‘“‘all pro- 
perly drawn out by Mr. Oliver Hughes, signed, sealed, and 
delivered, making me possessor of Ynysoer. I have 
bought the island of Mr. Powell, and you can now tell 
your friends, the islanders, that they may snap their 
fingers at the notices.” 

“Oh! Mr. Hugh,” said Iola, “how can we thank 
you? I knew help would come from somewhere. Iolo 
said so, and he is always right; but I never expected 
it from you—a stranger.” 

Iolo clasped Hugh’s hand, and said: “I cannot 
thank you as I ought, but I think you know how you 
have brightened our lives.” 

On the day following this conversation, the Swallow 
again flitted into port, bringing Mari Matti, refreshed 
and brightened by her peep at the world beyond 
Abersethin Bay. Ina few days the little ship fluttered 
her white wings, and was away again, over the shimmer- 
ing waters. On board was Hugh, to the great delight 
of Captain Roberts, who had done all he could to make 
a comfortable berth for “‘ Muster Hugh”. But on those 
lovely summer nights Hugh’s bed was always on deck, 
under an awning of tarpaulin, where he could lie and 
watch the stars in their silent courses, and when the 
moonlight laysleeping on the waters, Hugh had often 
risen from his couch to pace the deck, and think of 
Nesta up there asleep in that white house on the hill; 
but now—he drew down the flap of the tarpaulin, and 
tossed about until early dawn. He had heard that the 
time for Nesta’s wedding was settled for the first of 
September, and, like her, he only wished the day was 
over. ‘Perhaps I shall be more resigned to the inevit- 
able,” he thought. 

And it was the same thought which filled Nesta’s 
mind. 

“Oh! that the first of September were come and gone! 
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then perhaps I should get rid of this gnawing pain!” 

But as the weeks slipped by, and the gnawing at 
her heart only grew in intensity, she resigned herself to 
it, and only applied herself to bear it; to endure and 
yet show no outward sign, she felt, was her share for 
the rest of her life. 

William Owen came frequently to Tygwyn; but did 
not force his company too often on Nesta, he knew 
well how sore her heart was, but felt no pity. “She 
will be all right once she is settled at Twrygraig,” he 
thought, ‘“‘with plenty to do; something more than 
playing with Cymro, my young lady!’’ Thus he muttered 
to himself, as he took his way through the shady 
lane—‘ but not alone.’’ Behind him, in the shadow, 
crept a dark crouching figure, which stopped when he 
stopped, and sometimes drew nearer and nearer, only 
to retire again when he reached the open moonlight. 

Day by day, that dark shadow waited behind some 
tree or hedge, and only moved when William Owen 
passed to or fro, following him stealthily, but never 
coming close enough to attract his attention. 

And now August was drawing to a close, and in 
another week his wedding would take place, he thought 
with satisfaction as he stepped over his own threshold 
at Ywrygraig, and closed the door with a bang, not 
stopping to admire that lovely scene lying stretched 
before him in the moonlight. There was no romantic 
thought of love, and—-no suspicion of that gruesome 
thing which he was shutting out, as he barred and bolted 
his front door. Soon his light glimmered through the 
fanlight above the door, as he went upstairs to bed; 
and outside there stood in the shadow a weird creature 
with long grey locks, and glittering eyes of fury. She 
raised her hand above her head threateningly , and shook 
her closed fists at the window, where the light was now 
shining, and then with a muttered curse drew back and 
slowly disappeared into the dark lane. 

Nesta took very little interest in the preparations 
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for her wedding. Mrs. Morgan, with the energy of a 
younger woman, took out the shining napery which 
she had been preparing for vears. ‘“‘There, Nesta!”’ 
she said, ‘‘no one in the whole country can show a more 
plentiful stock of linen, and then there are all the quilts 
in the oak chest, that you and Mari Matti have made ; 
they are all yours.” 

“Oh! anw’l, grannie fach, you are very kind tome!”’ 

“Twt, twt,” said the old lady, wiping a tear away 
slily, ‘“‘don’t talk nonsense, ar’n’t you all I have in 
the world?” 

In the afternoon Nesta went to see Mari Matti, who 
was stooping over her quilting frame, sitting on a little 
three-legged stool, with reels and scissors and a lump 
of chalk spread out before her. 

When Nesta appeared, she jumped up, and welcomed 
her warmly. 

“Oh! miss fach, I am glad to see you, I meant to 
go to Tygwyn when the pink quilt was finished.” 

“Well, Mari fach, and how are you? Better?” 

“Oh! yes, quite well,’ said Mari, though her looks 
belied her words. ‘“‘The beautiful sea wind seemed to 
fill me with health, and oh! Miss Nesta, the world is‘a 
beautiful place; and then, when we drew near Ireland 
you know, it looked lovely, and we called at Queens- 
town ; that is a grand place! But Portreath is only a 
little place, like Abersethin, all small houses, no gentriss 
living round, except of course, Muster Hugh’s place,’” 
and here she stoppd for breath. 

Nesta was silent as she went on. 

“““Manor Craggs’ is the name of his house, a very 
grand place, but gloomy; I would not like to live there. 
I am sure his young wife must be sad there.’ 

Nesta’s heart beat fast. 

“His wife, Mari? What do you mean? Hs is not 
married ?”’ 

“Indeed he is then, Miss Nesta—I was surprised 
myself, because—I had been very foolish, and fancied 
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that you and he loved each other! Of course, now I 
see my mistake, but I felt a dreadful pang when I first 
saw him with her; but I was too proud to let anyone 
know I was disappointed, so I just held my tongue, 
and nobody knew [had ever had such a foolish thought 
in my mind.” 

‘“‘T am very tired, Mari,” said Nesta, feeling that every 
vestige of colour had left her face. “There, thank you, 
that glass of whey will do me good! But go on, Mari, 
are you certain that he is married?” 

‘J am certain, Miss Nesta. I saw them together 
several times, and a middle-aged lady with them.” 

‘That was his mother, I suppose,” said Nesta, with a 
choking feeling. ‘‘But what was she like, Mari?” 

*‘Oh! very young looking, and with light hair, like 
Miss Iola. He was very kind and careful of her. She 
looked very delicate, and he put a chair for her on the 
sand, and then sat down at her feet. J asked Mary 
Maclaughtin who she was, though I knew very well, and 
she said, ‘Oh! shure, it’s just Mr. Gwythern and Mrs. 
Gwythern there, and I didn’t say a word more, Miss 
Nesta, nor ask any questions; I was too proud, and 
indeed it was hard work to talk so much in English.” 
And Mari bustled about to get a cup of tea, and before 
her visitor left had a dawning suspicion of the true 
state of affairs. She felt real sympathy with Nesta, 
who drank her tea in silence. ‘‘Miss Nesta, next 
Monday is your wedding-day, isn’t it ?”’ 

“Yes,”? said Nesta, standing up to go. They had 
known each other from childhood, and entertained for 
each other that warm feeling of friendship which was 
so common among the peasantry and upper classes 
fifty years ago. 

Mari marked an imaginary quilt pattern on the table 
with her finger. “It does not matter much what happens 
to us here, does it?’’ she said, looking down at the 
pattern. 
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**No, not much, if it would only make haste, and be 
ll over,” said Nesta, as she stooped to go out through 
he low cottage door. 

‘““Good-bye, Mari!” 

‘“*Good-bye, Miss Nesta fach!”’ 


CHAPTER XXXIX 
THE WEDDING 


Nesta’s wedding-day came at last, a brilliant sunny 
lay, with just that bright freshness which early autumn 
dds to the charms of summer. Nesta was up early, 
ale and calm, and dressed herself in her wedding 
‘own . 

William Owen had expressly wished for a perfectly 
uiet wedding, and Nesta had gladly acquiesced. She 
ooked like a lovely marble statue endued with life for a 
ime, dressed in a simple white Melton, with a broad sash 
f white satin, and a broad-brimmed hat of white straw; 
nd as she stood in the old porch waiting for Mrs. 
{organ and chatting quietly with her uncle, who had 
ome ‘‘all the way from Merthyr’’ to give her away,no 
ne could have guessed that under that white muslin 
elerine, crossed over the bosom, beat a heart that was 
hing, almost to physical pain. 

Mrs. Morgan soon joined her, radiant in a new black 
ilk and scarlet cloak, and the little party proceeded 
own the lane, and up to Penmynydd church, where 
Villiam Owen was already waiting, dressed in a bright 
lue coat and white waistcoat. 

The path to the church was lined with faces beaming 
rith good wishes, and as Nesta approached the church 
any threw posies of white flowers at her feet. 
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Kneeling at the altar, Nesta breathed her simple 
prayer. ‘“‘O God, help me to do my duty,’ and when the 
service was over and the plain gold ring glittered on her 
finger, she walked calmly out into the sunshine again, 
and fancied that now peace would come! 

A loud shout greeted them as the “‘ happy pair”’ passed 
down the pathway, and the country folk crowded round 
to shake hands with Nesta—‘Biessings many upon 
you,” “‘Priodas dda i chi,” they said—and many of 
the women turned away with a saddened look, saying, 
“Druan fach, druan fach!’’ 

‘*Now then, good people,’ said William Owen, who 
had endured it as long as he could, “‘that will do, that 
will do—Mrs. Owen will be tired out. Let her pass,” 
and again they shouted—‘‘Priodas dda,”’ and ‘“‘Long 
life to Mr. and Mrs. Owen.” 

They went back to Tygwyn to breakfast, and after 
taking off her ‘“‘things’? Nesta came into the parlour, 
with a smooth pale brow and a gentle smile on her 
lips. 

Mr. Gwythern was loud in his congratulations and 
jokes, and the wedding party were soon seated round Mrs 
Morgan’s hospitable board, waited upon by Shan and 
Mari Matti. 

Iolo and Iola were in good spirits, delighted to think 
that their beloved islanders were safe, and that no one 
had power to interfere with their homes. 

The meal could not help being a noisy one with Mr. 
Gwythern’s jovial laughter, and William Owen was 
in one of his best moods, making himself agreeable 
to all as far as he could. 

Nesta was calm and smiling, though very quiet, and 
when at last her husband said: ‘‘ Well, Nesta, shall we 
go home?” she rose at once, and went with Iola to put 
on her hat. 

She was careful not to speak upon any subject except 
the common-place affairs of the day, and when, at 
last, in the porch Iola flung her arms round her neck, 
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and said: “Good-bye, Nesta darling, nothing can alter 
our friendship, can it?” ‘“‘No, nothing,” said Nesta, 
quietly kissing her, and drawing on her white gloves. 

She was wrestling with a terrible feeling of desolation 
and bitterness of spirit. ‘“‘When would the peace and 
resignation come ?’’ she wondered, and when William 
Owen at last drew her arm through his, and led her away 
down the old garden path, she felt as if the ground 
were slipping away from under her feet, and as though 
she were walking out into a dark and unknown world. 
At Twrygraig all was fuss and preparation for the bride, 
and as she and her husband appeared at the gate, all 
the servants, from the steward to the shepherd boy, 
were assembled round the porch to greet them. ‘‘ Priodas 
dda ichi, syr—-Priodas dda ichi, mem,’’ and the women 
servants almost carried her into the house. 

Her face was pale and smiling as she thanked them 
for their kindly greetings, and when Madlen her maid, 
took her upstairs and showed her with pride the prepara- 
tions the master had made for her, she showed all the 
satisfaction, if not the delight, which was expected 
from her. 

“See you, miss—mem, I mean—this beautiful room 
next to your bedroom for a sitting-room, for you alone! 
and see you, a bell to ring, whenever you like, and then 
I am to come. I hope you will call me often, and look, 
miss, mem—from here we can see Tygwyn.” 

Nesta came to the window and looked down, and there, 
in the damp corner of the road, were the forget-me-nots 
erowing luxuriantly, and making quite a blue patch in 
the sunlight: 

She saw them, and remembered, and a sickening 
spasm of pain shot through her heart. 

““Yes, it is all so nice, Madlen,” she said gently. 
“If you will leave me a few minutes, I will follow you 
soon.”” 

The beaming Madlen went out and shut the door, and 
Nesta flung herself down by the sofa, and again breathed 
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her continual prayer: ‘‘O God, help me to do my duty.” 

She rose and smoothed her rebellious brown hair at 
the glass, and soon appeared in the parlour, where 
her husband was waiting with quite a pleasant face. 

He was congratulating himself on the success of all his 
manceuvres, and on having secured the prettiest and — 
best girl in the county for his wife. He was quite aware 
that this was not a happy day for her, but that did not 
matter. If she was not happy, then she ought to be, 
and no doubt would be when she realized what a fortu- 
nate girl she was, and he looked round the old parlour 
with its solid comforts and heavy furniture. 

‘*What could any girl wish for better than this,” he 
thought, ‘“‘and as for that whipper-snapper, Hugh 
Gwythern, he had put him out of his calculations entirely. 

Nesta came in softly in her white muslin. 

“Why child,” he said, “you quite startled me. 
You came in like a ghost, though I was thinking of you, 
Nesta, I was, indeed, now,” and passing his arm round 
her waist, he drew her towards him, and they stood 
together on the hearth. 

““T was just looking round,” he said, ‘“‘and thinking, 
Nesta, that you have no cause to be dissatisfied. How 
do you like my arrangements for your comfort? The 
sitting-room upstairs I thought would be nice, when I 
am out, you know.” 

“Yes, indeed, William, you are very kind, and every- 
thing is very nice, and I am going to be such a good 
wife.” 

“Well, you must begin by brightening up a little, 
then—I am not very cheerful myself, perhaps, but I 
like bright and cheerful people about me. Will you come 
out and look at the garden and stables ?”’ 

‘Yes, let us go,’’ said Nesta, in a cheerful voice. 

The farm servants looked admiringly, as she picked 
her way daintily through the farmyard to the cowhouse 
and stables, but one or two of the elder men, who had 
been there for years, added, “‘Druan fach.” 
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“Oh, here is a nice corner for Cymro,” she said; 
“grannie will send him up to-morrow.” 

“Oh, Cymro,” he said with a laugh, ‘‘a curious pet 
for a lady, Nesta. It’s all very well now, but it would 
betrather ridiculous to see you walking about with a big 
white bull when he gets a year or two older. However, 
we need not look forward so long. Mr. Cymro will be 
made into good roast beef before then.’ 

Nesta, wise woman, said not a word, but began to 
devise a plan to prevent her pet’s arrival. 


~ 


CHAPTER XL 
REVENGE 


When they returned to the house, Madlen had laid a 
snowy cloth on the little oval table in the large bay 
window, and Nesta was soon busy with a few dainty 
touches, adding grace and beauty to the old china and 
glittering silver. Then she sat down, and began to pour 
out the tea, her husband beaming with pleasure. 

“Well,” he said, with a clumsy attempt at a compli- 
ment, “it is a pleasure to have a handsome young 
woman to make your tea for you, but flowers and such 
things, I consider, are only in the way!” 

“Yes, there is no room for them,” said Nesta. ‘‘ Mad- 
len, put them on the side-table.” 

The meal was quite a success in the master’s opinion, 
and he looked on complacently, as Nesta cleared away 
the things, and began to arrange her own little work-box 
and desk between two heavy silver candlesticks, hold- 
ing her head on one side to look at the effect. 

“Will that do, William?” she said. 

“Oh! where you please,” he answered, “it’s all yours 
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now, you know, Nesta,” and with this wonderfully 
gracious speech he went out to look after his horses, and 
remained out until the evening shadows were darkening, 
and Nesta had called for lights. 

‘Leave the blinds up, Madlen,”’ she said, and sitting 
before the open window with her hands listlessly folded 
on her lap, she fell intoa deep reverie ; her past life passed 
before her like a dream, with its joys and sorrows, but 
she quickly dismissed the old memories, and resolutely 
set herself to the task of making her husband’s life 
brighter and happier for her presence; happiness for 
herself she neither hoped for, nor expected, but peace 
of mind she believed would come with time and patience. 
“At least William has been faithful to me,” she thought. 
““T owe him love and respect for that, and, please God, 
I will give it him.” As she thought thus, her husband 
came in, and drawing his chair beside her, said: ‘‘ Nesta, 
you must not mind my going out again and leaving you 
for a time; a deuced nasty thing has happened. My new 
horse, Gentleman, has disappeared, only strayed I 
hope. I have sent the men to look for him inland, but I 
must go myself along the shore; he may have strayed 
down that way. I hope he has not slipped over the cliff. 
I should not wonder if some of those rascally islanders 
had not stolen him, and taken him to the fair in Pem- 
brokeshire to-day. Anyway, I must go and look for 
him; I will soon be back.”’ 

Nesta got up and accompanied him to the door. 

““Oh, I shall be all right, William; don’t mind me. 
I do hope you will find him!” 

“Find him! I should hope so indeed, or it will 
mean a loss of fifty pounds to me, and that is no trifle, 
Tvcan ‘tells youl” 

It was not an amiable tone, but Nesta forgave it, 
in consideration of his vexation; he seemed to regret 
his gruffness before he got to the gate, and returned to 
the porch. 

“Come, Nesta, give mea kiss,’’ he said; and she kissed 
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him, and said: ‘“‘Good-bye, William dear; come 
back soon.” 

He seemed pleased at this little show of affection and 
waved a ‘“‘good-bye”’ as he went out into the darkness. 
The evening had clouded over, and down the lane 
it was very dark, but William Owen knew every 
step of the road,so he went confidently on his way, and 
behind him went a dark shadow that he knew not of. 

With stealthy creeping steps it followed him; some- 
times coming up close behind him in the darker parts of 
the road, but receding when the moon shone out, again 
to approach when the high hedges overshadowed him. 
When he reached the broken ground near the shore he 
stopped and called aloud: ‘‘Hwtshi, hwtshi, hwtshi!” 
But, hearing no answering whinny, he turned abruptly to 
the right, searching and calling all along the shore, at 
the bottom of the cliffs, and being unsuccessful, returned 
as far as the Rock Bridge, now left dry by the receding 
tide. 

Here he seemed to make up his mind suddenly, and 
began to pick his way across the rough bridge, over 
which he had never walked since he had gone there as a 
boy to search for seabirds’ nests. And now he has 
crossed the bridge, and is walking along the island beach, 
still calling at intervals, ‘‘Hwtshi, hwtshi!’’ The dark 
shadow that has followed him follows no longer, but 
waiting until he is well out of sight, begins to scramble 
up one of the high rocks that reach part of the way by 
the side of the bridge. And now, as the moonlight shines 
upon her for a moment, we see it is Modryb Ann. 
She has brooded upon her wrongs and her hatred, until 
rer anger has turned into madness, and now, as she 
‘eaches a hollow in the rocks higher then the head of 
ny man who might pass that way, she looks the very 
ncarnation of malice and fiendish hatred, with her 
iercely gleaming eyes, her grey locks blown about by 
he night wind, and the maniacal laugh with which she 
yathers her tatteredred shawl around her, and hides in its 
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folds something bright and shining, which she is careful 
shall not catch the gleam of the moonlight. Here she 
waits, that sharp razor open in her hand. 

Meanwhile William Owen had begun his way back 
along the silver beach,and had reached the beginning 
of the Rock Bridge. He was thoroughly upset by the loss 
of his horse, and as he picked his way back from stone 
to stone, his mind was far more absorbed by his loss 
than by the possession of Nesta. 

As he approached the mainland his foot slipped into 
one of the numerous rock pools, and while he endeav- 
oured with a muttered oath to recover his balance, 
something sprang upon him from above, and he and 
the dreadful ‘‘something”’ fell heavily to the ground. 
He fought blindly with his foe, but Modryb Ann, spring- 
ing upon him from behind, had him at a disadvantage, 
and almost instantly had drawn the sharp razor across 

his throat. She lay a moment beside her victim, bruised 
- and half-stunned, but soon sprang up with a strength 
born of her mad fury, and satisfied that her dreadful 
deed had been accomplished, she flung the razor into 
the sea and began her crawling progress back again, 
keeping in the shadow of the rocks and ledges until she 
had regained her cottage, without having met anyone. 
She had scarcely closed the door, however, and drawn 
the wooden bolt, before a heavy step came trampl- 
ing down the road, and peeping out through her tiny 
window, she saw Dai Bullet, who was returning late 
from the Pembrokeshire fair. As she watched him pass, 
and heard his footsteps dying away in the distance, she 
burst into fits of laughter, loud and long, and ending in 
screams and curses, as she fell exhausted on her miser- 
able bed, where she slept heavily until late next morning. 

Dai had walked many miles that day, and was return- 
ing home with a comparatively light heart. In his hand 
he carried carefully a small cage containing a pair of 
ring doves, which hehad bought for Iola; he had already 
made a pretty dovecote in readiness for them, and as he 
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went down the hill to the shore he was picturing 
to himself the transcendent happiness in store for him 
next day, when Iola should open wide her grey eyes and 
clasp her pretty white hands and say: “‘But, Dai, where 
shall I keep them ?”’ 

As he reached the Rock Bridge, he raised the cage 
carefully so that his uneven steps might not shake the 
tender creatures inside; but suddenly, in a dark place 
under a tall rock, he stumbled over something, and 
still striving to save his treasures fell headlong on the 
rocks. He got up at once, and spoke gently to the doves, 
who cooed in return, and feeling satisfied that they were 
not hurt, he began rating himself. 

‘**What a clumsy lout,’’ he said; “‘I never stumbled 
on this bridge before,’’ and he hurried on, and reaching 
his cottage thoroughly tired out, he placed his doves in 
safety, and flinging himself on his bed, slept as heavily 
as Modryb Ann. 

Meanwhile Nesta waited and waited. She closed the 
window at last, and asking Madlen what her master 
was accustomed to have for supper, spread the cloth 
and arranged the supper. ‘‘ Now where are his slippers, 
Madlen ?”’ 

And then Nesta sat down, and began to arrange the 
contents of her work-box. ‘‘ Where can he be, Madlen ?” 

“Oh! he is all right, mem! Master knows the way 
as well by night as by day!” 

The farm servants dropped in one by one, each one 
asking: ‘“‘Has master come back?”’ and at last one of 
them suggested just going round the cliffs to look for him, 
and two or three joined him, and they went off talking 
cheerfully ; but when they returned in half an hour, with 
anxious faces and lowered voices, Nesta took fright 
and hastened their departure again, and putting on a 
warm shawl, which Madlen brought her, she followed 
them down to the beach. 

When she reached the Rock Bridge, she remembered 
what her husband had said about the islanders, and 
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bade the men cross the bridge, and search the island. 
“‘The tide will be too high in ten minutes,” she said, 
but you can come back in the Butterfly! and she stood 
and watched the little black knot of men crossing the 
bridge. 

Before they had gone many paces she saw them stop 
and stoop down to look at sorhething, and her heart 
stood still and her blood curdled in her veins. 

The panting waves leapt up at her feet, and the wild 
sea wind soughed and sighed around her as she stood 
there spellbound. 

‘““What is it, Shoni? Oh! what is it?” she cried. 

The old steward’s voice shook as he answered her. 

“Go back, mestress fach, and we will follow you—we 
have found the master.” 

“William, William!’’? she shrieked, and tried to 
run to him, but the old man held her back firmly. 

**My place is by him, Shoni, let me go.” 

“No, mem, you shall not go; you can do nothing 
for him; but you are younger than I am; you can run 
home, and call to John Penlan on your way, and tell 
him to come to us at once.” 

“T will, I will,” she said, and terror lending wings 
to her feet she was soon at home. 

**T ama good nurse, Madlen,”’ she said, ‘‘and he will 
be better once we have got him into his warm bed.” 

_And soon they heard the stumbling, shuffling tread 
of men who carried a heavy burden. 

Nesta trembled violently, and Madlen insisted upon 
taking her into the sitting-room. 

“Only just till we have made him comfortable you 
know, mem!’’ 

But there was no warm bed for William Owen. They 
laid him on his bed, cold and dead, with that dreadful 
gash across his throat. 

When at last the truth was made known to Nesta, 
her nerves, which had been strung to the highest pitch 
for days, fairly broke down, and her trials culminating 
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n this dreadful tragedy, she fell into one swoon after 
nother. Dr. Griffiths remained at her bedside until 
che morning dawned, and he could leave her to her 
srandmother and Madlen’s care. 

She was in a high fever, and perfectly delirious, 
sometimes calling to Cymro to come and have a daisy- 
chain for his neck, at other times roaming with Iolo 
and [ola on the beach at Ynysoer, but, happily for 
her, quite unconscious of the terrible event that had 
laid her low; and the inquest and burial, which made 
such a sensation in the county, passed while Nesta 
lay in delirium on her bed. 


CHAPTER XLI 
THE ARREST 


Long before the dawn of the day following the mur- 
der of William Owen, the news had spread through 
Abersethin—John Penlan, judging that the importance 
of the news would make up for the untimely call, had 
not hesitated to wake up every householder in the 
village. 

The constables were sent for at once, but before they 
arrived the tide had come in and covered the bridge, 
and the white breakers tossed and danced over the very 
spot where the body had lain. 

There was very little sleep at Abersethin that night, 
the people all congregating in knots along the shore, and 
gazing over at Ynysoer. 

“Must have been somebody over there,”’ said John; 
“‘who else crosses that bridge by night ?”’ 

They waited until the early dawn, when they were 
able to cross the bridge, stooping to examine every 
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jagged point and rock pool, but finding no sign of the 
murder. The beach too was hard and firm, without 
a footprint. A little dog careered in front of the party 
racing after the flecks of foam which were blown about 
the shore. When he reached the dry sand he stopped 
suddenly, and sniffed at a dark spot, and shrunk back 
with his tail between his legs, then returning as if 
fascinated he sniffed again, and began to whine and 
shiver, and suddenly took to his heels and ran back 
over the Rock Bridge. 

‘““Blood!”’ said the constables, and walking a little 
further they came upon another drop, and yet another, 
accompanied by footsteps, though not very plainly 
marked, in the drysand. They followed them, however, 
from drop to drop, from step to step, until they came to 
Nanti Nell’s threshold, and on the door was a large 
smudge of blood, as though made by a man’s knee, 
impatient to open the door. They easily opened the 
unbolted door and entered, without disturbing the 
sleeping inmates. In the “penucha”’ lay Nanti and 
her husband, and they knew that they would have to 
ascend to the “‘lofft’’ to find the youngest member of 
the household. 

So they climbed quickly up the ladder, and there 
lay Dai, fast asleep, with the first rays of the morning 
sun shining upon his glossy black hair, his well-knit 
frame and brawny limbs lay stretched out in the aban- 
don of youth and fatigue’s healthy sleep. The heavy 
eyelids closed, the mouth a little open, showing the 
white teeth, and the brown chest exposed to view, 
made a perfect picture of sleep. On a chair by 
the bed lay the clothes thrown off so hastily the 
night before, and these the constables at once took 
possession of. 

‘““See!”? said one, pointing to the knees, for there 
were deep stains of blood, which had run down one 
leg, and evidently dropped heavily at the bottom. 
“Hands clean, you see; easy enough to wash them in the 
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sea,’ said another; and taking Dai by the shoulder, 
he shook him violently. He opened his eyes languidly ° 
and gradually realized that he was not alone; sitting up, 
he stared round him. 

“What is it?”’ he said, as his father and mother, 
awakened by the sound of voices, appeared at the top 
of the step-ladder. 2 

“Murder it is,’ said the constable; ‘‘and I apprehend 
you for the murder of Mr. William Owen last night. 
So get up at once and come with us to Caermadoc.”’ 

When Dai understood the charge against him, he 
sprang like a lion upon his persecutors, and with his. 
powerful arms began indignantly to clear the loft. 

“Get out, you villains,’’ he said, “‘ how dare you charge 
me with such a thing? Clear out from here, or I’ll 
throw you down the ladder.” 

The two men taken aback at his violence, and evi- 
Jently thinking ‘‘discretion the better part of valour”’, 
oacked down the step-ladder, saying as they went, ina 
olustering tone: 

“‘Make haste then, and come down.” 

“Where are my clothes, mother ?’’ said Dai. 

“Oh, my beloved boy, they have your clothes, and 
hey are covered with blood! Oh, Dai anw’l, what 
loes it mean ?”” 

“Bring my new clothes, mother fach, and I will 
-xplain.” 

She opened an old black chest, her tears falling fast, 
while his father sat trembling on the side of the bed. 

“Oh, to think that this should be the first time for 
rou to wear your new velveteen clothes,” said Nanti 
Nell, wringing her hands. 

Dai dressed quickly, while outside the cottage a 
rowd was gathering, and cries of ‘‘Maes’ag e’”’— 
‘Out with the murderer’? —were heard continually. 
is he dressed, Dai understood the whole situation. 

“Listen, mother,” he said; “‘listen, father. Last 
ight late I returned from the fair, and carried in my 
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hand a small cage with two doves for Iola; in crossing 
the bridge I suppose I was more careful of the cage 
than my steps, for I stumbled over something, and 
fell sprawling on the rocks. It must have been the 
body of the murdered man, mother! I still held the 
cage safely in my hands, and I suppose that prevented 
my discovering that I had fallen into a pool of blood, 
which I must have done, if there is blood on my clothes. 
Now, dear father and mother, leave me a moment. I 
have never left this loft without a word of prayer, and 
I am not going to begin to-day, for all the constables 
in the world.” 

The old man and Nanti Nell went down the ladder, 
and said simply: 

‘*He will come soon; he is just saying his ‘pader’.”’ 

The constables laughed loudly. ‘‘ He will have need of 
‘paders’ indeed !”’ they said. The crowd outside caught 
at the idea, hooting and jeering, “‘Aha! wait for the 
murderer to say his ‘pader’.”’ 

Dai heard it all, as he knelt for a few minutes before 
the little window, through which the morning sun was 
shining brightly. When he rose from his knees he took 
one long look round the old loft, which had been his 
bedroom ever since he and Iolo and Iola were children. 
There was the little white bed in the corner where 
Iola had slept, while he and Iolo had shared the larger 
bed. There was the old chest in which the clothes of 
the household were kept, and there were the chains 
of bird’s eggs, which brought back such visions of 
the happy days. 

No words escaped Dai’s lips, but as he disappeared 
down the step-ladder, he waved a good-bye to the dear 
old room, and then reaching the bottom stood gravely 
beside the constables. 

‘““Now, I am ready,” he said; ‘“‘but remember I am 
not the murderer, and know nothing about it.” 

He was answered by a roar from the crowd, as he 
stepped out, with the handcuffs on his wrists. Gathered 
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mto a little group apart were the islanders who knew 
here must be some dreadful mistake. Their Dai was 
innocent, of that they were sure. 

“Let me speak one word to my mother,” said Dai, 
und Nanti Nell fell sobbing on his neck. 

“Dear mother, comfort Iola, and give her the doves 
with my undying love.’ 

“Good-bye, father dear; your son has not done this 
reat wrong, and you, dear friends, if I never see you 
gain, believe in my last words—I am innocent of this 
jlreadful crime.” 

**Come along,” said the constables, and they began 
heir way along the beach, and over the Rock Bridge 
o where a cart was waiting for them. It was a rough 
country cart, and while it went slowly up the hill 
cowards Caermadoc, the crowd still hooted and cursed 
he man, whom they regarded as the murderer. At the 
op of the hill Dai turned, and his lips moved, as he 
ixed his eyes on the grey roof of Morfa, now just 
‘atching the golden rays of the morning sun. 


CHAPTER XLII 


CAERMADOC JAIL 


The weeks rolled slowly by, while Dai languished in 
ermadoc jail. Iola’s grief was intense when she heard 
his being charged with such a terrible crime, but no 


H 
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doubt of his innocence ever entered her mind. She 
seemed crushed under the weight of her sufferings, and 
spent day after day together with Iolo at Ynysoer, 
endeavouring to comfort Nanti Nell and her husband, 
who appeared to be stunned by the suddenness of the 
blow. 

“Oh! Nanti Nell, it is a cruel world. I do not want to 
live after Dai, do you?” 

And then the poor mother would sob and moan, while 
old Shaki walked up and down with bent head and 
clasped hands. This accumulation of troubles had com- 
pletely subdued him, and the love which he had in 
reality felt for his son, although his ungovernable temper 
had hidden and distorted it, now asserted itself in all 
its strength; and he murmured, as the tears rolled 
down his weather-beaten cheeks: 

““My boy, my boy! who never injured anyone in 
his life! Oh! that they would take me instead of 
him!” 

Iola did her best to comfort the miserable man, and 
then went wearily home with Iolo, all the joy and 
brightness gone out of her life. One evening they 
wandered up to Twrygraig to see Nesta who still lay 
in a high fever, unconscious of all around her. They 
stood sorrowfully looking at the altered face and form, 
and while they listened to the continual talking which 
Madlen and Mrs. Morgan in vain tried to check, Nesta 
suddenly dropped her voice, and fixing her vacant eyes 
on Iolo’s sad face, said in a whisper, ‘“‘Iolo knows}; 
Iolo knows! The angels speak with him,” an 
then the stream of babbling talk wandered off 
again. 

“Let us go, Iolo,’ whispered Iola, and they; 
both slipped quietly out, only nodding silently. tc 
Mrs. Morgan. H 

As they went down the lane together, Iola put he 
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hand into her brother’s and said: ‘‘ Who did it, Iolo? 
Our Dai did not, but someone must have.’ 

pees? he answered ““and all along I have felt that 
I almost know who did ate but I will try again, let us 
go alone into the blue room,” and instead of going round 
to the front door, when they reached Morfa, they went 
through the garden into the blue room. 

When they had entered, Iola closed the shutters and 
struck a light. She looked very different to the fair 
girl who had sung with such fervour her hymn of praise 
and invocation, when we last saw her in this room. 
They could not sing to-night. Iolo seated himself 
wearily in his chair and Iola sat near him in the dim 
light, gazing at him earnestly. He seemed gradually 
to fall into a deep sleep or trance as before, a state 
which he was always able to induce when he chose, 
though he very seldom made use of this strange, and 
at that time perfectly unknown, power. In these days, 
he would have been called a ‘‘medium’’, but then, no 
such thing as ‘‘mediums” or “‘spiritualists” had ever 
been heard of. 

Gradually his appearance changed, and he shivered 
once or twice, while Iola watched him eagerly; at first a 
happy bright look came over his face, and he murmured: 
**Ah! dear friend!’ but suddenly his expression altered, 
and he looked horrified and frightened. 

“‘Tolo, what do you see ?”’ said Iola. 

‘“‘Oh! terrible! terrible!” he answered . “T see—I 
see—there’’—and he pointed before him, ‘“‘a form! a 
woman, a dreadful woman—her eyes are ike fire, and 
blood is dripping from all her fingers,” and then he 
stopped, and in a horrified whisper, added, “‘it is—it is 
Modryb Ann! but it is a dream, she is gone.’ 
And he fell into a deathlike stillness, pale and stiff. 
Iola smoothed his brow with her gentle fingers, and 
waited without any appearance of fear until he 
began to show signs of awakening. 
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“Tolo,”’ she said, when he was quite himself again, 
‘“‘how was it we did not think of it sooner? It was 
Modryb Ann! You have just said so.’ 

“*Modryb Ann! Modryb Ann! that dreadful creature, 
so, weak and shaky as she is too, how could she do it? 
But of course, it was she! I seem now to have known 
it all the time.” 

‘Let us go at once and tell dear Dai,”’ she said, tremb- 
ling with agitation. 

‘“*To-morrow, dear,’ > said Iolo. 

And “to-morrow” the car was brought out, and Miss 
Anna Mary herself accompanied them, in her anxiety 
to do something to lessen their grief, as Iola seemed to 
be losing all desire for life, her face, her voice, and even 
her bright golden hair, seeming to have grown weaker 
and paler. 

They had once before attempted to see Dai, but had 
been refused admittance, but this time they were more 
successful. Miss Anna Mary did not go with them to 
the jail, feeling rather scandalized at the idea, and 
knowing that they could talk to Dai with more freedom 
in her absence. Iola pressed her hands over her heart, 
as if to still its beating, as she passed through the damp 
and badly-lighted passages into which the cells opened; 
and when at last she saw the jailer stop at a door and 
unlock it, she trembled so much that, had not Iolo 
supported her with his arm, she would never have been 
able to enter the cell; for there before her sat Dai, 
blankly staring at the door, scarcely wondering who 
was coming. But when he saw Iolo and Iola, and at a 
glance realized the change in her appearance, he stood 
up and held out his hands. “Oh! Iola! Iola! I never 
expected to see you again; and you, dear Iolo! your 
love and kindness are deep-graven on my _ heart. 
indeed.”’ | 


Iola was sobbing bitterly, as she held Dai’s han 
in hers. 


| 
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“Don’t cry, Iola, my beloved! Did I not tell you it 
was death I longed for, and now it is coming! They 
will never rest until one life has been sacrificed at 
Ynysoer, and then they will repent. I am willing to 
be that one, dear Iola; only say that you believe me 
innocent !”’ 

*“Innocent! dear Dai,’’ said Iola, recovering a little 
calmness, “‘not only innocent, but good, and pure, and 
brave, and manly. There is no one in the world like 
you, Dai, except Iolo.” 

He smiled gently at her enthusiasm, and though he 
shook his head, a look of transcendent happiness shone 
in his face, and he laid his hand lovingly on her golden 
hair. 

“But, Dai, we have come to tell you something,” 
said Iolo; “‘I know who has done this evil deed, it was 
revealed to me yesterday in a trance.” 

“Who? Who?” said Dai, excitedly. 

Iolo stooped towards him, and whispered the name of 
_ “Modryb Ann”. 

Dai started. ‘‘Impossible!’’ he cried; ‘“‘that poor, 
weak, trembling creature! But still, Iolo, you know, 
| and if you say so, I must believe!” 

““How she did it, I cannot tell,”’ said Iolo, ‘‘ but that 
she committed the deed I am certain, and now, Dai, we 
) will go to Mr. Oliver Hughes, and get him to take your 
case in hand. It is all plain as daylight, and I wonder 
now that we did not think of it before.” 

“Yes, and we shall get you soon out of these horrible 
walls, they have made you look so pale and thin; but 
) you are our Dai still, and we will soon get you back on 
( the cliff at Ynysoer.”” A spasm came over his face, and 
| for a moment he seemed to be quite overcome; but rally- 
ing his courage, though his trembling hand showed the 
) struggle within, he answered: 
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“J only wanted you both and my dear father and 
mother to know who the real murderer was. I care for 
nothing else—but, Iolo, if you love me, do not betray 
that miserable old woman. I could never accept my 
life at the price of hers ; she is old and wretched, and her 
life of suffering has made her what she is. No, I will 
never accuse her! There yet may be a chance for me, 
but for her, hated and feared as she is, half-suspected 
of being a witch, there would be no chance for her, and 
how should I feel ?”’ 

Here the jailer came in, and suggested that they had 
already out-stayed their time, and unwillingly they began 
to take leave of the prisoner. 

Iola was not quite so unhinged in leaving as she had 
been on entering, the hope that Dai would yet change 
his mind and let old Modryb Ann be arrested and tried, 
sustained her; but Iolo persuaded her to let the matter 
rest for the present, and to endeavour, by other means, 
to bring about the elucidation of the mystery. Miss 
Anna Mary quite agreed. 

“Who do you think,” she said, “‘would take up such 
a case aS Dai’s, while everything points to him? My 
dear children, there is no chance for him, though we 
know he is innocent! A man brought up as he was, 
with my nephew and niece, and living almost as much 
at Morfa as at his own home. Ach a fi! no, he never 
did it!” 

And again, poor Iola, who had caught eagerly at 
this new hope, was forced to relinquish it. But to 
test quietly, while this horrible fate was hanging over 
Dai, and while she held the thread which she felt might 
unravel the mystery, was impossible. 

And all the way home, her mind was busy with plans 
for inducing Modryb Ann to confess. 


Iolo, too, was deep in thought behind the curtains of 
he car, while Miss Anna Mary chatted with Shemi, 
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who was driving, Mr. William Owen’s untimely death 
being the subject of conversation. 

The two sensitive beings inside the car heard every 
word, and often shrunk and shivered at expressions and 
sentiments which jarred upon them. Such love as theirs. 
for Dai, and his for them, was quite beyond the compre- 
hension or the experience of Miss Anna Mary and her 
driver. 

Tolo spoke suddenly: “‘Besides, Iola, who would 
believe us?’’ Iola shook her head sorrowfully. ‘But 
Nesta will, when she gets better,” she said. 

“Oh! yes, Nesta will!”’ 

‘*But where will Dai be then?” said Iola: and slipping 
down to the bottom of the car, she placed her head on 
the red moreen cushion, and sobbed quietly to herself 
until they reached. Morfa. 


CHAPIER LIT 


DAI’S DEATH 

The weeks that rolled so heavily by for Dai, brought 
| returning health to Nesta. After the first turn in the 
right direction, she improved surely though slowly, 
and seemed contented just to lie quietly in her bed and 
take all the good things that were brought her; but when 
‘she became well enough to be moved on to the couch, 
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and wheeled up to the sunny window, her thoughts began 
to take a new direction, and the first strong feeling which 
returned to her heart was her love for Hugh. She looked 
across the blue sea, to where she knew Ireland was, 
and then turned witha sigh to her pillowagain. Next 
came the memory of William Owen, and then of her 
marriage to him, and this brought a flush to her pale 
face: she leant back feeling shaken and bewildered, and 
as the terrible events following her wedding crowded 
into her mind, she gave a little cry, and sank into a 
kind of faint, which much frightened Mrs. Morgan and 
Madlen. Gradually, however, youth and a good consti- 
tution gained the day, and Nesta, though still pale and 
sad-looking, regained her usual strength and health. 
To those who loved her, and knew her most intimately, 
a certain want of energy and interest in jlife was very 
evident. She and Iola were closer friends than ever, 
for Nesta believed no more than Iola that Dai was the 
murderer of her husband. 

Iola had written, in the first days of Dai’s imprison- 
ment to Hugh Gwythern, begging him to interest 
himself in her foster-brother’s release; but he had 
answered that he could do nothing to defend the sup- 
posed murderer of Mr. William Owen, however much 
he might be of opinion that the law had got hold of 
quite the wrong person. “I earnestly beg, dear Miss 
Iola,’ he continued, “that whatever your judgement 
may consider necessary to further the ends of justice, 
may be carried out, without any consideration of expense. 
It is but right that my purse should be at the service 
of those who have the interests of Ynysoer so much at 
heart, as you and your brother have, and you well 
know that my sympathies are entirely with you. At 
the same time, I do not feel at liberty to take an active 
part of defending your friend Dai. Had I been able tc 
visit Abersethin, and examine into the state of affairs 
myself, it might be different, but my stepmother’: 
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illness makes that impossible at present,”’ etc., etc., 
etc. 

Tola had carried this letter to Nesta, and they had 
agreed that nothing could be done than to beg Mr. 
Oliver Hughes to take the case in hand, and to retain 
for Dai the best counsel procurable. This he had done, 
and though holding out very little hope for the prisoner, 
Mr. Hughes had so far been impressed by his manner 
and the openness of his appearance that he had come 
to believe implicitly in his innocence and in the nobility 
of his character. 


Meanwhile Iola tried by every means in her power to 
induce Modryb Ann to confess; but the old woman, 
though evidently breaking down in health, gave no 
sign of softening, and answered all questions with a 
cunning stolidity, which gave no loophole for finding 
any evidence which could connect her with the 
murder. 


Iolo and Jola were frequent in their visits to Dai, 
and each time they found him calmer and more sus- 
tained and more determined to abide the issue of the 
law. His only complaint was of the slowness of time. 
When he was told that Mr. Oliver Hughes was doing 
all he could for him, he would smile gently and look with 
a sort of pity on Iola, whose altered looks distressed him 
greatly. They would sit silent on the rude bench, side 
by side, she leaning her head upon his shoulder, and the 
tears dropping down into her lap. It would be something 
like sacrilege to describe their earnest conversations; 
Iolo trying to direct their hopes to a meeting in a higher 
sphere, and Iola listening, with tearful eyes fixed upon 
Dai. 

And thus the weeks rolled slowly by, and November’s 
dark days came, to add their gloom to the heavy hearts 

which were so anxiously waiting for the Assizes about to 
be held in Caermadec. 
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Miss Anna Mary was in great grief and perplexity about 
her nephew and niece. From every visit to the jail 
they returned sadder and more frail, but any attempt 
to prevent their going seemed to crush them, and she 
therefore thought it wiser to allow them perfect free- 
dom in the matter, thinking that the unhappy cause of 
all this sorrow would soon be removed. ‘‘ But, indeed, 
indeed,”’ she said, ‘‘I do think Iolo and Iola will be 
gone first, if they go on like this!’’ and she sighed 
heavily, and wished, as she had often done before, that 


she had never hired an island woman to nurse the 
twins. 


At last the Assizes were opened, in the town of Caer- 
madoc, with the usual excitement and bustle. There 
was a Case of sheep-stealing, and several others of a less 
serious character, but the trial, for which so many had 
been waiting, was that of the ‘“‘ Ynysoer murderer’’, as 
Dai was called. Very few people entertained the least! 
doubt of his guilt, and when he was brought into the: 
court, between two warders, chained and handcuffed, 
a murmur of horror ran through the crowd. 


The long weeks of imprisonment had told heavily, 
upon Dai’s appearance, his sensitive nature had doubled: 
every hardship, and the shame and the horrors of his 
situation had not only ploughed their deep furrows 
in his heart but had left their scars upon his face. 
His broad chest had fallen in, and he stooped so much, 
that he seemed to have shrunk in stature; his face was 
deathly pale, and his large black eyes that used to be 
so beautiful in their softness had sunk deep in theia 
sockets and gleamed with a feverish brightness; his 
lips were pale and blue, and, as he entered the dock 
he panted with weakness, so that had not the warde? 
given him a chair he would have fallen. | 


His eyes wandered over the thronged court, ane 
recognizing his father and mother, he smiled at them) 
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but continued to look round him with eagerness, until 
he caught sight of Iolo endeavouring to obtain per- 
mission to stand beside the prisoner in the dock. Dai 
saw his wish, and his eyes glistened with emotion as. 
he caught Iolo’s gaze and greeted him with a 
smile. 

Iola was not there; for once in their lives the twins. 
were separated, for it was now Iola’s turn to be nursed. 
As the day for the opening of the Assizes approached, 
she had completely broken down, and lay on her bed 
in utter prostration, tenderly nursed by her aunt and 
Nesta. 

It was a pitiful sight to see that fragile girl lying 
there, white and nerveless, racked by dreadful thoughts. 
and fears, not crying or sobbing as she had done so 
often, but lying still on her pillow, moaning faintly,, 
with a persistent regularity. In the early morning 
this faint moaning was interspersed sometimes by the 
words, “‘Iolo, go. Oh! gotohim!” And Iolo, though 
dreading the ordeal, had gone at her bidding. He 
would have given the world to have spoken a word to 
Dai, to have pressed his hand; to tell him of Iola’s 
illness: but it was impossible, and the trial drew its 
weary length toa close next day, without Iolo’s having 
had an opportunity of saying a word of sympathy to 
him who was in such dire need of it. 


The verdict was a foregone conclusion; therefore why 
should we harrow our own feelings and those readers 
by entering more minutely into the varied phases of 
evidence for and against the prisoner? Suffice it to say 
that Dai was found guilty and sentenced to be hanged. 
He did not swoon, he did not speak, but those watching 
him, who thought that he took his sentence stolidly and. 
callously—well, were mistaken. 


He was led back to his dismal cell to await the day of 
his execution, which was fixed for “the twentieth day of 
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this present month of November’’. Iolo was allowed to 
see him, as often as he pleased, but Iola still lay pros- 
trate upon her bed. When he had only three days more 
to live, his father and mother came to bid him a last 
“good-bye”. Nanti Nell’s was not a long good-bye, 
for a very few months afterwards she was lying peacefully 
at rest in Penmynydd churchyard; but the old man 
lingered on for many years, nursed and attended to by 
Peggi Bullet, who never tired of telling her neighbours 
how altered he was. ‘‘Never an oath, never a cross 
word. Dai’s death had done what nothing else 
could do.” 

The bitterest pang of all for Dai was the thought that 
he had seen Iola for the last time. ‘‘And yet, Iolo,” 
he said, ‘‘perhaps it is better so: she will be saved the 
pain of saying ‘good-bye’, and nothing can really alter 
our love, can it?” 

“‘Nothing!’’ said Iolo. ‘‘Nothing! such love as ours 
is not reached by any outward circumstance, and the 
mere accident of death cannot alter us. You will be 
more to us in the spirit than you have ever been in the 
body. And now, good-bye. I will come again to-morrow, 
Dai!” 

*“Yes, for the last time,’’ said Dai. ‘‘Good friend! 
Kind friend!” 

The next day—Dai’s last upon earth—was one of 
November’s darkest and dreariest. 

At Morfa, the whole household shuddered as they 
heard the wild sea wind, which blew in furious gusts 
round the chimneys and swayed the bare trees in the 
garden but still did not blow the fog and drizzling rain 
away. 

Iola lay pale and silent on her little white curtained 
bed; she preferred to have no one but Iolo beside her, 
and Miss Anna Mary would often creep softly to the 
door and listen to the two voices within, in deep and 
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earnest conversation, and returning to the parlour, 
would say: ‘Mari fach! their home is in Heaven: it 
has never been here!’”’ 

Great care had been taken not to mention the fatal 
twentieth to Iola, and no one, not even Iolo, was aware 
that she knew the date of the execution: but on the 
morning of the nineteenth she astonished them all 
by saying she would get up and go with Iolo to 
Caermadoc. 

Miss Anna Mary raised her hands in horror: “‘ You, 
child!” she said, “‘who have scarcely moved for days: 
you will die on the road!” 

But Iola was not to be dissuaded. She dressed tremb- 
lingly , speaking no word and shedding no tears, and when 
she was lifted into the car, she looked as if the strong 
wind might easily blow her away like a white feather. 
But though the bodily frame was weak and frail, the 
spirit within had gained unusual strength; and when 
she entered the gloomy doors of the jail, outwardly she 
did not shrink but walked steadily, leaning upon Iolo’s 
arms; and when the cell-door was opened and Dai 
saw them both enter, he started as if he had been 
electrified . 

**My beloved! My Iola!” he said, clasping her in his 
arms. ‘‘My last wish has been granted; but, dearest, 
how ill you look!” 

“And you, Dai!”? and the tears which she had 
restrained hitherto now flowed freely. 

Dai seemed unable to stand long, and sank upon the 
bench; Iola beside him, with her hand clasped in his; 
while Iolo sat on the truckle-bed. 

A sound of hammering had been going on ever since 
they had approached the jail, and was heard in the cell 
as plainly as on the outside. 

‘“‘What is that?’ said Iola, with wide-open eyes, full 
of horror. 
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There was no answer from either of the two men, 
but Dai’s face seemed to take a paler hue, and Iola 
noticed that round his mouth was a bluish shade, which 
gave evidence of much mental anguish. She understood 
—and one of those pitiful moans, so frequent with her 
now, escaped her lips as the tap, tapping continued. 


For hours they sat thus together, in earnest talk and 
prayer and sadness unutterable, and when at last the 
jailer came to tell them he could not allow them any 
longer time together , Iola quite broke down, and flinging 
her arms round Dai’s neck, cried: ‘‘No! no ! no! I 
cannot go, let me die with him!’’ And as Dai held her 
tightly to his heart, he felt that she had swooned. 


‘**Tolo! take her ,’’ he said, ‘‘ now that she is unconscious 
for I have borne all that man can bear !”’ 

He pressed one long kiss on her white lips, and Iolo 
and the jailer carried her out, and placed her in the car 
which was waiting outside. She fell into a limp white 
heap behind the curtains, and Iolo was thankful, when 
he felt her heart begin to beat, that she had been 
mercifully unconscious of the last parting. 

At Morfa, they laid her again on her bed, and Iolo 
watched through the night beside her, and as he sat 
in the old crimson armchair by the bedside, he looked, 
with his pale and large eyes, more like a spirit than 
mortal. There was a bright light from the fire in the large 
old-fashioned grate, and a candle on the table on the 
furthest side of the room. 

Tolo sat close to the bed where Iola lay, her thin face 
almost as white as the pillow upon which it rested, 
eee of golden hair spread out around her 

ead. 

Tolo had long been perfectly silent and motionless, and 
there was no sound in the room, except the crackling 
of the wood-fire and an occasional moan from Iola. 
Suddenly he rose, and stooping down, said: 


Where Billows Roll 239 


**Tola!”? His voice was hurried and excited. ‘‘ Awake! 
awake !”” 

She started up with clasped hands and agonized looks. 
“Oh! God! is the time come?” 

“‘No, no! Iola darling, it is good news, Iola. Dai 
is safe! He has escaped!”’ 

“Good news! Escaped?” said Iola. ‘‘What do you 
mean, Iolo? Where is he?” - 

“Safe, Iola! with God—dead if you will, but safe, 
escaped! Listen! A moment ago he was here.” 

‘“Where? where?’ said Iola, looking around. 

‘““Here, here! I tell you he stood there, Iola, and I 
saw him as plainly as I ever saw him in life; it was not a 
trance, Isaw him, Iola, as I see you now—he stood there 
and smiled at me, he pointed to you, and his lips moved, 
but I could not hear what he said. Then he came nearer 
and with a happy: loving look he laid his hand on your 
head, and then disappeared. Iola, it is as true as that 
God is in Heaven!’ 

Before he had done speaking, Iola was weeping tears 
of joy. 

**Oh! Iolo,’’ she said between her sobs, ‘‘it seems too 
good to be true, and yet I feel it is true. Oh! what joy 
to think dear Daihas escaped it all! I feel] must get up 
and tell Aunt Anna Mary.” 

And, with weak and tottering steps, helped by Iolo, 
she went to Miss Anna Mary’s room. 

She, too, was lying awake, having been quite 
unhinged by the tragic events of the last few weeks, and 
by the near approach of the fatal twentieth. When her 
nephew and niece appeared in her room, she did not hesi- 
tate to believe the good news and to rejoice in the pros- 
pect of restored health and comparative happiness to 
Tola. And it was true. When the jailer entered the cell 
in the early morning to give the prisoner his last break- 
fast , he found him lying on his pallet bed, with a peace- 
ful smile on his lips, just where he had thrown himself 
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when Iola had been carried away the evening before; he 
had apparently never moved; and when the doctor 
came he said he had probably been dead many 
hours. 

Outside, the crowd was already gathering round the 
gallows, and when the news spread that the prisoner had 
escaped by those portals through which no jailer could 
follow him, there was no heart that did not rejoice, 
for already a wave of regret and repentance had begun 
to set in for the continued persecution of the 
islanders. 


CHAPTER XLIV 
MODRYB ANN’S CONFESSION 


Immediately after Dai’s death, Mr. Oliver Hughes 
interested himself in getting possession of the body, so 
that it might be delivered to his friends instead of 
being interred within the precincts of the gaol, and 
in consequence of his kind intercession Dai was buried 
in the most beautiful corner of Penmynydd church- 
yard, and Iolo and Iola kept his grave always bright 
with flowers. 

They paid frequent visits to it, in spite of winds and 
storms, often accompanied by Nesta, who, knowing 
Dai’s innocence, cared as little as her bosom friends 
for the remarks of the outside world. She was rapidly 
regaining complete health, although her spirits seemed 
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shaded by some hidden sorrow. The roses returned 
to her cheeks, and her brown hair was growing again 
thickly, and as rebelliously as ever. 

Tola’s fading health caused much sorrow to Miss 
Anna Mary ; but as her body failed, her spirit seemed to 
gain fresh joyousness and grace, and she and Iolo 
spending long days alone, together in the blue room, or 
when the weather permitted at Ynysoer, appeared to 
gather daily fresh stores of happiness and beauty of 
soul, which impressed every one with whom they came 
in contact. 


Modryb Ann had latterly become dangerous to passers- 
by, often falling into paroxysms of madness, ending in 
complete prostration, in which state she was frequently 
found lying in her garden, or on the road. No one 
could be found who was willing to go near her except 
Mari Matti, who at last took upon herself the task of 
nursing her, at Iola’s request. She was unremitting 
in her care of the unhappy woman, and constant in 
her endeavours to obtain a confession of the crime. 
When at last, from weakness, she became unable to 
leave her bed, she would beg Mari to open the black 
box and give her the small garments which it contained, 
one by one, and rolling them up into a long bundle 
she would clasp it in her arms, and often fall asleep 
with her withered cheek leaning upon it. 

One day, opening her eyes suddenly, she whispered, 
“Mari!” 

Mari approached, though carefully, for “‘the witch”’ 
still often struck at her with her stick, which she kept 
beside her on the bed. 

‘Mari, will you make me a promise ?”’ she said. 
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“Well, that depends, Modryb,’’ said Mari. “‘ What 
do you want me to do?” 

‘“‘T want you to put the child in the coffin with me. 
Will you promise ?”’ 

‘If you will do one thing to me in return. Confess, 
Modryb, that it was you who killed Mr. Owen, and I 
will put this with you in the coffin,” and she touched 
with her finger the bundle which the old woman still 
held closely to her cheek. Whether it was the action 
of touching the bundle, or the further attempt at ex- 
tracting a confession, it was impossible to say, but she 
sprang from her bed in a fresh paroxysm of fury, and 
Mari could only rush into the road, and close the door 
upon the poor creature, until her screams and curses 
subsided. 

Then Mari ventured in again, to find her lying as if 
dead upon the bed. 

This last attack seemed to have completely worn out 
the frail old body, and when, after a night of exhaustion 
and quietness, she began to revive with the morning 
light, her eyes had lost their fierceness, and her face 
much of its malignant expression. 


As the day wore on, she once again pointed to the 
bundle which was still lying at the foot of the bed, and 
as she took it from Mari’s hands she moaned as if in 
_ pain. i 

‘““What is it, Modryb?” said Mari, in a gentle voice. 
“*What is it?” 

‘**It is death,’ she said,“‘and I welcome it. It is 
better than life!’ 

‘Oh, Modryb Ann fach,”’ said Mari, bursting into 
tears, “‘how can you dare to die without confessing ?”’ 

“Foolish child!’ said the old woman, ‘‘what diff- 
erence will confessing make tome now? But, if it will 
make any difference to you, I will confess. You are 
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the only one who has.ever been kind to me, so listen, 
child—I did it.” 

“But, Modryb, it will be no use unless somebody 
besides me hears you.”’ 

*“Oh! bring your parsons, if you like. I mind them 
not at all, and I fear no one. Without a friend I have 
lived, and without a friend I will die, and let me see 
whether there will be more justice on the other side 
than there is here.’”? Mari brought her—woman’s 
unfailing solace—a cup of tea, and as the day wore on 
she tried, though in vain, to soften the hard heart 
and speak words of hope and counsel. 

She had seized a moment to run into the road and 
send a message to Mr. Gwythern, who happened that 
day to be entertaining Mr. Oliver Hughes. Late in 
the afternoon, as the winter sun was sending his last 
rays through the tiny window, the two men pulled 
up the latch and entered the cottage. 

Mari much feared that Mr. Hughes’s presence would 
irritate the old woman, but on the contrary, when she 
saw him, she held out her hand, which he took and shook 
kindly, to Mr. Gwythern’s astonishment, who could not 
have dared to touch her. 

*‘Ah, I forgot,” she said, turning to Mari, ‘‘there 
was one other who was kind tome. This man’s father! 
And for his sake”and yours I will confess. Not for 
yours,’’ she said, with a passing look of her old fierceness 
and a clutch at her stick, which Mr. Gwythern took care 
to avoid. 

“J, and IJ alone, killed William Owen, and I am glad 
I was able to do so. I don’t know how I got strength 
to walk all the way to the Rock Bridge and strike 
him there, and then walk back again; are you writing 
it down, ha! ha! Do so if you like---I did it. I did 
it,"> and her voice rose in frenzy—-‘I tell you I did 
it, alone and unhelped, and then I came back. I saw 
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Dai Bullet go down the road in the twilight, and I 
knew how it would be! I knew he would fall over it 
in the dark,’’ and here she laughed a little to herself; 
**and that he would be suspected, and not me. And so 
it all came about, just as I thought it would. But 
he escaped! and I shall escape. I killed him with 
a sharp razor, which I had kept for years in that black 
box. Ha! ha! ha! his own father’s razor, too! What 
more do you want? I did it.” 

“Only your name, here,”’ said Mr. Hughes. ‘Oh, 
no, of course not—you can’t write: but just a cross there 
will do, and we will sign it then.” 

“There! That will do,’ he said, as Mr. Gwythern 
signed his name after his own, and Mari Matti did the 
same in round sprawling letters. 

Before they left, Mr. Gwythern endeavoured to speak 
to the poor soul of death, repentance, and eternity, 
but his words were drowned in a torrent of abuse, and 
he beat a hasty retreat, saying: “Well Mari fach, I 
leave her to you.” 

“Yes, yes, sir, leave her to me,” said Mari, almost 
pushing the vicar out of the cottage. 

“Good-bye, Modryb!” said Mr. Hughes, standing 
by the bed, and looking sadly down at the shrivelled 
wreck of humanity before him. 

“Good-bye, sir. You won’t shake hands with me, 

now.” 
“Yes, I will,’? he answered, taking her hand; ‘‘God 
forbid that I, a miserable sinner myself, should turn 
away from even the vilest of His creatures. Once 
more, good-bye, Modryb, and I commend you to Him 
Who made you, and Whose mercies are unfailing.” 

The old woman looked after him until he had left 
the house, and as she turned her head on her pillow, 
there was a moisture in her eyes which no one had ever 
seen there before. 
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“Perhaps God is as kind as he is,’’ she said, and with 
these words on her lips the lids closed over the wet 
eyes, the wrinkled fingers relaxed their hold of the bundle 
of rags, and Mari saw that that hardened soul had 
departed, with its first awakening to the touch of mercy 
—and who will dare to say that mercy ends even at 
the grave? a 


CHAPTER XLV 
HUGH’S RETURN 


The confession of ‘“‘Modryb Ann” was soon made 
public, Mr. Oliver Hughes being careful to have it 
inserted in the one small newspaper printed at Caer- 
madoc, and Mari Matti being never tired of publishing 
abroad the fact which proved Dai’s innocence. 

To Iolo and Iola it seemed of little importance; they 
simply rejoiced that what had always been known to 
them had been proved beyond ali doubt, and that 
Dai lay in his quiet grave without a stain on his 
name. 

In every fair and market for miles around, the subject 
was the theme of the ballad-singers, and in the long 
winter evenings the country girls brought out of their 
deep pockets the printed ballads for the learned one 
of the family to read aloud, with many an “Och fi!” 
and ‘‘Druan bach!”’ 

In the end public feeling changed so completely that 
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a large headstone of the blue slate of the neighbourhood 
was raised over his grave by public subscription, on 
which was engraved a crown picked out in gold, and 
the words: 


Er Cof Am 


DAFYDD ROGERS 
MERTHYR YNYSOER 


It was rough in execution and hideous in design, 
but served in some measure to lessen the compunction 
of the public conscience. 


The winter months passed slowly by, with their 
storms of rain and snow, and the early spring brought 
its usual furious gales, lashing the sea into froth and 
foam, and making the Rock Bridge so often impassable 
that Ynysoer partook more than ever of the character 
of an island, and the inhabitants often found it difficult 
to procure food; and had not Iolo and Iola sent 
supplies whenever the weather made it possible for the 
Butterfly to cross, they would have suffered real 
want. 

The visits of the twins were becoming gradually 
less frequent, owing to their increasing weakness; 
but when sometimes the sea calmed down and the winter 
sun shone out, and they were able to cross the Rock 
Bridge, it was a day of rejoicing in Ynysoer. Deep 
was the grief and many the tears shed by the islanders, 
when they realized that at each visit their much-loved 
friends appeared more pale and more weak, though 
none the less happy and sympathetic. 

Nesta had perfectly regained her health and strength, 
and her increasing interest in Ynysoer and her promise 
always to continue her care for the inhabitants, were 
a great consolation to Iolo and Iola. 
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When the March winds were over, and the April 

flowers decked the hedges and cliffs, and the early 
spring grass looked green, and soft as velvet, Nesta 
led Cymro to the field. 
_ After his long seclusion, he forthwith indulged 
im a series of capers and gambols, much to Nesta’s 
amusement and embarrassment, for the cord by 
which she had led him had twisted round her feet, 
and she also had to make an undignified caper to 
right herself, while two men standing at the gate 
joined in her laughter. Mr. Gwythern was one—she 
knew his hearty laugh ; but she could not quite control a 
little spasm of the heart as she looked at his companion. 
It was only the shepherd, and Nesta’s pulse beat evenly 
again. 

She had schooled herself to hear Hugh’s name 
without flinching, and sometimes fancied she had 
ceased to love him, but a trifling incident would 
often open her eyes to the truth, and she confessed to 
herself that, come life, come death, she must love 
him for ever. 

‘**And he, married to another! Oh! shame, shame!” 
and with the old habit, she hid her face in her hands. 
She had shed many bitter tears over her weakness, and 
had sent up many an earnest prayer for strength to 
conquer it—but it remained, and she knew now that 
she must bear it forever. She had, however, a healthy 
mind as well as a healthy body, and she did not allow 
her sorrow to embitier her life. The dreadful tragedy 
which had made her a widow, she tried, and not without 
success, to banish from her mind. It had been the 
culminating point of a mistake in her life, and any 
remembrance of it brought such bitter regrets, not 
unmixed with self-reproach, that she tried continually 
to forget it. 

“A very lively little dance, Nesta,’”? Mr. Gwythern 
said, as he drew near to the gate. ‘“‘’Pon me honour, 
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child, you look better than ever. How’s your grand- 
mother ?”” 

““Quite well, indeed!” said Nesta. ‘“* You are coming 
in to see her ?”” 

““Ves, yes,’ said the vicar, “to be sure! I didn’t 
see her in church last Sunday. Well, I am glad to 
hear you have found a tenant for Twrygraig.”’ 

““Yes,”? said Nesta, with a saddened look, “I am 
glad too. Mr. Parry seems nice, and his young 
wife too. Here is my grandmother, tending her 
flowers.” 

The old lady was delighted to see the vicar, and liberal 
in her words of welcome, mixed with reproaches, to 
Nesta, for taking Cymro out with her best frock 
on. 

Nesta, who was now a rich woman, laughed with a 
return of her old light-heartedness as she turned to 
Mr. Gwythern, saying: “‘Grannie scolds me as if I 
were a Child still, you see!” 

“Well, what news?”? said Mrs. Morgan, when they 
were all seated in the hall, where a bright fire of culm 
balls glowed in the large grate, shedding its ruddy 
light on the shining oak furniture and red _ brick 
floor. 

“Well,” said the vicar, ‘‘ good news for me. I have had 
a letter from Hugh,” and he fumbled about in his 
pockets. Nesta’s heart gave a bound, but true to 
her determination she rose, saying ‘‘she would see about 
tea,” leaving Mr. Gwythern to read his letter to her 
grandmother. 

Madlen, who was now installed as Nesta’s maid at 
Tygwyn, soon spread the white cloth, for the sociable 
meal which, everybody allowed, looked more tempting 
on Mrs. Morgan’s table than anywhere else, with its 
rich cream and golden butter flanked by piles of light 
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cakes fresh from the griddle; so Nesta had no excuse 
but to listen to the news. 

“Yes, the spring is coming on while we are sleeping, 
you see; here is the Swallow coming next month and 
probably Hugh on board. Well! Iam very glad, because 
there has been a little sort of a coolness between us 
ever since hé left. I’ felt a, little hurt that he 
should get married without telling me a word about 
it” 

“Well, yes, indeed,” said Mrs. Morgan, ‘‘he might 
have done that, whatever.”’ 

“Yes,” said the vicar, wiping his glasses and preparing 
to read, ‘“‘and this is all he says now, ‘I had hoped that 
Ella would have accompanied me to Wales on my next 
trip, but since I wrote to you last, my poor stepmother 
has grown so rapidly worse that I fear before I see you 
again she will have left us; in fact, we are daily, if 
not hourly, expecting her death—she has endeared 
herself so much to me in the short time we have 
lived together, that her death will be a sore trial 
tome’.’’ 

‘Poor thing! poor thing!”’ said Mrs. Morgan. ‘Then 
depend upon it, when she is gone, Mr. Hugh will 
bring his wife with him,”’ and she glanced at Nesta; 
since the latter’s illness Mrs. Morgan had watched 
her narrowly whenever Hugh was mentioned, for in 
the ramblings of delirium she had often spoken his 
name; but she kept her own counsel, and Nesta, 
hers. 

At length, after much hesitation as it were, now 
advancing with smiles, now coyly retiring with tears, 
May came in in all her loveliness and charm. Every 
flower and blade of grass sent up its incense: even the 
seaweed which strewed the beach smelt sweeter, and the 
sea seemed to dance with joy and gladness. 

Nesta heard that the Swallow had come in to Aber- 
sethin the night before, bringing Hugh alone. She 
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was careful tokeep away from the shore, lest she should 
meet him suddenly and so betray her secret. She was 
accustomed to spend part of every day at Morfa, with 
Iolo and Iola, who had now become so weak that they 
seldom left the old parlour, where they would sit 
together on the red sofa, reading, or talking softly, 
with smiles as bright, if not more radiant, than ever. 
They seemed to be dying of no disease, but the sword 
was too sharp for the scabbard, and their bodies 
were evidently too frail to much longer withhold 
their spirits from the sphere to which they belonged, 
and where they had already had their conversa- 
tion. 

‘**Here’s Nesta! I am glad,’’ said Iola, clearing away 
the golden shower of hair that had fallen over her book. 

‘Just in time, Nesta,” said Iolo, making room for 
her between them. “I have been asleep, and have a 
dream to tell you; many times lately I havehad it. Do 
you remember, I told you once not to go near the 
Swallow?” 

““Yes,’? said Nesta, ‘“‘and I have never been.”’ 

‘““No, but now you need not keep away from her, 
or fear her. I think she brings you joy and happiness; 
continually I see you standing on the shore, looking 
out sadly over the sea, and the Swallow come sailing 
in; suddenly she rises in the air, and turns into 
a white dove; she flies towards you and when over 
your head she shakes her wings, and drops flowers and 
shining gems upon you, and you open your arms and 
gather them to your bosom!—That is all, Nesta. I 
leave the interpretation to you.” 

Nesta sighed and shook her head. “TI don’t know, 
indeed, what it means,” she said. ‘Let us leave it, 
Iolo, it will interpret itself perhaps.” 

Miss Anna Mary here came in, laden with bunches 
of lilac, laburnum, and crimson peonies. 
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““Here, Nesta, make a posy, and let us have tea’’; 
and she bustled about the little oak table, and they 
were soon chatting over their cosy tea, Nesta looking 
the picture of beauty, though her black dress threw a 
shade of soberness over her appearance. 

While they were thus enjoying themselves the vicar’s 
voice was heard, and Nesta’s quick ear heard another 
voice and another step, but she managed to make no 
outward sign. 

When Hugh entered, he seemed much agitated, though 
he, too, hid his feelings, as much as possible. 

Miss Anna Mary and Mr. Gwythern, and even Nesta 
accounted for his slight embarrassment by the great 
alteration which must be apparent to him in Iolo 
and Iola. 

Nesta in her black dress caught his eyes at once, 
and as he held out his hand, looking gravely at her, 
he was aware she wasthe same Nesta as of old; 
the same dimpled chin; the same blue eyes, yet more 
beautiful than ever; and as he took his part in the 
greetings and bustle of arrival, one question was con- 
tinually ringing in his ears: ‘‘Why did she change? 
Why did she change ?”’ * 

Iolo and Iola were very happy. ‘How delightful 
that you have come, Mr. Hugh! Now we can have 
long talks. Iolo and I have so much to settle.” 

“Yes, but after tea! after tea!” said Miss Anna Mary. 

*“And I have a funny story to tell, too,’ said the 
vicar, ‘‘but, as you say, ‘tea first’.” 

Nesta was very silent during the meal, but only one 
of the party noticed it. She could not control. her 
voice to speak on ordinary subjects; she could not still 
the uneven beating of her heart. Once she ventured 
to look up at Hugh; but the sight of the well-remembered 
features, so deeply-graven on her memory, only plunged 
her into greater agitation, so she decided to let the 
others talk. 
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Once, Hugh addressed her as “Mrs. Owen”’, and it 
brought the blood in a flood over brow and neck, 
and a moisture into her eyes, which he noticed and 
attributed to the sad memories of her husband which 
the name awakened. 

At last, tea was over and the tea-things cleared 
away, and Mr. Gwythern said: “Well, now, my 
story first! What do you think? This fellow here 
is no better off than myself, after all—only a 
poor bachelor like me and not married at all, if you 
please ?”” 

‘*Not married!’ echoed from every one, except 
Tolo and Nesta. She did not speak ; her hand was held 
in Iolo’s and he felt its thrill. 

“*T always felt it was a mistake,”’ he said. 

**A mistake,”’ said Hugh, “‘certainly, and I cannot 
imagine how you came to think such a thing. Where 
did you first hear it ?”’ 

“IT don’t exactly know,”’ said Mr. Gwythern, ‘‘but 
I think it must have been from your own letters, Hugh. 
You see, how was I to guess that a man would speak 
of his own mother as ‘Ella!’ I cannot remember 
exactly what you said, but I know that I understood 
you to mean that you and your wife and stepmother 
were leaving Bristol together, for Ireland.” 

‘““And did not Mari Matti,” said Miss Anna Mary, 
turning to Nesta, “‘tell you, my dear, that she 
had seen Mr. Hugh and his wife on the beach at 
Portreath ?”’ 

“J don’t know,” said Nesta, ‘“‘at—least—yes—I 
think she did say something of the kind.” , 

‘Something of the kind? You told me so, whatever, 
and you are not given to romancing !”’ 

“Well, all I can say is that I am not married,” 
said Hugh, laughing. ‘‘Ella was my dear father’s 
wife, who died a fortnight ago; she and I were great 


Where Billows Roll 253 


friends, and her death has been a gerat sorrow to me, 
though from the first I saw she could not live many 
months.’ 

And, turning to Iolo, he changed the subject, and 
they were soon deep in plans for the comfort and 
improvements of Ynysoer. 

“Oh!” said Iola, clasping her hands, as she heard 
talk of building a small schoolroom and chapel on the 
island, and of establishing a fishery, in which the men 
were to find employment. ‘Oh! I could almost wish 
to go on living, to see it all; but we shall see it, shall 
wenot,lolo? Such things could not happen to Ynysoer 
and we not know of it.” 

‘**We shall indeed, Iola, please God,”’ said Iolo. 

It was a relief to Nesta when the vicar rose togo. He 
had a horror of Iolo’s plain speaking, and thought it 
incumbent upon him to show his disapproval thereof 
by a timely withdrawal, and Hugh reluctantly prepared 
to accompany him. All the evening he had been 
making up his mind, that once more, before leaving 
Wales for ever, he would endeavour to find out the cause 
of Nesta’s change, and until he should find a fitting 
opportunity for that conversation, he felt it impossible 
to be at ease in her society. 


CHAPTER XLVI 
GOING HOME 
Nesta was glad to find herself at liberty to think 


it all out, as she drew her red cloak about her, and went 
home alone through the lanes. “Not married after 
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all!”? This alone was joy to her, for now she could 
think of him, and love him without blame. ‘And 
if not married, then, why did he change? Could she 
never win him back ?”’ 

Ah! no! her womanly pride rebelled against 
that, in that he had neglected her and _ treated 
her badly, and never, never would she stoop to make 
the first advances towards a reconciliation. ‘‘And 
yet, how I love him!” 


She wished her grandmother good night and retired 
to her bedroom, and stood long looking out through 
the window, recalling the evening when she had watched 
Hugh standing bareheaded by the forget-me-not corner ; 
and before she retired to rest she opened a drawer in 
the old bureau, and took out a little faded bunch 
of dried flowers—a rose and a few forget-me-nots— 
and pressing them to her lips, left a tear like a dewdrop 
on their faded leaves, ere she folded them up again. 


Next day, she was brighter and happier than she had 
been for many months, and went singing as of old to 
visit Cymro, who received even more than his usual 
share of carresses and soft speeches. 

She went to Morfa everyday, as she felt her beloved 
friends were fast “‘wearing awa’”’, and if by chance 
she missed one day, their gentle chidings filled her with 
self-reproach. 

‘““Nesta, darling! come every day, or Iolo and I 
will have slipped away one day when you are 
absent !”’ 

And she went, though reluctantly, as she often found 
Hugh sitting by the red sofa, in earnest conversation 
with: Iolo, who seemed to have found a friend after 
his own heart. 

When Nesta appeared, after a grave but pleasant 
greeting, she would sit at Iola’s feet busily darning 
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Miss Anna Mary’s fine tablecloths, as Iola’s little hands 
were now too weak to do anything. 

Nesta darned and darned, looking up at Iola sometimes 
with a loving smile. 

““Won’t it be grand, Nesta?” the latter asked, as 
Hugh and Iolo talked together. ‘Mr. Hugh thinks 
there could not be a better site for the chapel than just 
where we turn in to the cave; it is sheltered there, and 
it can be built quite up against the rock, and the 
schoolroom close by, where old Deio’s cottage 
stood.” 

*“Yes,’’ said Nesta, ‘‘it will indeed’’; but there was 
a wistful tone in her voice; and—her eyelashes were 
wet. 

“You are thinking it won’t be quite right without 
Iolo, and me, and Dai, Nesta.” 

““Yes,’’ said Nesta, ‘‘ but I musn’t be selfish,’’ and she 
stooped to kiss her forehead. 

“No, you must let us go, dear; and, Nesta, be kind 
to Mari Matti!” 

“Oh! I will, Iola; I will, indeed!”’ 

‘Mari Matti?” said Hugh, with a smile; ‘‘that is the 
lassie who said I was married, is it not?” 

Nesta bent her head low over her darning, as she 
stumbled through her answer: “Yes, at least I think 
so; yes, she said she had seen you and your wife on the 
beach together.” 

Hugh laughed heartily, and Iolo and Iola joined. 

“Tt must have been Ella, my poor stepmother. She 
was very young-looking, and not unlike you, Iola, as 
I told you, Mrs. Owen.”’ 

Nesta felt and looked confused, and soon after rose 
togo. Hugh longed to offer tosee her home, but while 
he hesitated she coldly held out her hand and was 
yone. 
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The next day was one of the brightest of May’s 
daughters; the air redolent with the scent of opening 
flowers and filled with the briny smell of the sea. 
Nesta rose with the lark; and as she went through her 
morning’s work, she sang— 


“<The world will change ; 
We all shall change ; 
But love will never die! ’’ 


But before evening came a hurried messenger from 
Morfa. Iolo was worse, dying they feared, and was 
asking for Nesta. She dressed herself hastily, and 
accompanied the messenger back to Morfa, where 
she found Miss Anna Mary sobbing alone in the 
kitchen. 

“Oh! go in to him, Nesta, he has been asking for 
you. Mr. Hugh is with him, and Iola and Mari Matti. 
I will come by-and-by.” 

Nesta glided silently into the parlour, where Iolo 
lay stretched upon the red sofa. Iola’s chair had 
been wheeled up close to him, and she bent her head* 
on his pillow. Hugh stood at the bottom of the sofa, 
looking sadly down at the dying boy, who seemed to 
be in a faint, or trance. Mari Matti gently waved a 
fan over his face. As Nesta came forward, the large 
grey eyes opened and fixed themselves upon her, while 
consciousness returned to his mind, and a sweet smile 
to his face. 

““Ah! Nesta,’ he said, “‘you are come, and I am 
so glad,’’ and he held her hand in his own. ‘We have 
been great friends, haven’t we, and we are, and always 
shall be!’’ 

Nesta knelt beside him, still holding his hand. 
‘Do not try to talk, dear Iolo, it is too much for you,” 
she said. 
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“No, no,” he said, “‘there is something I want to 
ay before I go. There is something wrong, Nesta; 
. cloud of misunderstanding between you and Hugh. 
| don’t know what it is, but, Hugh—” and here he 
1eld out his other hand, which Hugh took. 

“What is it? What can I do for you?” he said, 
while Nesta cowered down frightened lest Iolo should 
oin their hands; but he did not do this. 

His voice was failing fast, but in an audible whisper 
1e said to Hugh: “‘ Promise !”’ 

“Tell me, dear friend, first, what it is?’’ said Hugh, 
‘emembering the sorrow his first deathbed promise 
1ad brought him. 

**Promise to have an explanation with Nesta,’’ and 
iere his heaving chest showed the difficulty with which 
1e spoke. 

“J promise, Iolo!”? said Hugh. “It is my great 
lesire.”’ 

A smile lighted up his countenance, and he turned 
1is face on his pillow so as to see Iola, who leant, 
yale and sorrowful, towards him. Gradually he loos- 
med Nesta and Hugh’s hands, and taking Iola’s in 
1is own, he lay perfectly still. There was complete 
silence in the room, broken only by the ticking of 
he clock in the corner, while all watched Iolo’s placid 
ace. 

His quiet regular breathing, and the expression of 
alm on his countenance, almost led the watchers to 
hink he was falling asleep. 

Once he opened his eyes, and said, “‘Come soon, 

iola.”” And he then fell into a quiet, trance- like 
jest. 
1 No one moved to disturb that beautiful rest, until 
nce more Iolo spoke: “Lord Jesus, receive my 
dirit”’ ; and without a struggle or pain the pure spirit 
ad fled. 


29 
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Miss Anna Mary, who had entered silently, gently 
removed Iola’s hands from his, and she was carried 
in a fainting state to her bed, Nesta remaining with her. 
When she regained consciousness, and saw Miss Anna 
Mary’s red eyes, she beckoned to her to come nearer, 
and in a whisper, said:; “Don’t, dear Aunt Mary, 
don’t cry for Iolo and me; we are going home—home 
to our Heavenly Father, Aunt Mary! You would not 
keep us from the dear Saviour |” 

“No, no, my child! I have always known I should 
not keep you long, but it is hard to lose you, 
darling.” 

In the early dawn of the next day, while Nesta and 
Mari Matti watched beside her, they heard her speaking 
softly, and thinking she wanted something, leant 
over her to listen, but they only caught the words, 
*‘*Tolol, Dail: 

“What is it, darling?’ said Nesta; ‘‘Do you want 
something ?”’ 

She turned her still beautiful grey eyes on Nesta, and 
with a smile of heavenly sweetness raised her hand 
and pointed towards the foot of the bed. Mari Matti 
and Nesta turned to look, and while they did so her 
hand dropped, and with that smile upon her lips she 
passed away. 

Poor Miss Anna Mary was quite prostrated by 
the double blow, though it was what she had: 
expected. 

“Stay with me, child,” she said, when Nesta spol 
of going home next day. “Stay with me, do, till 
after the funeral!’ And Nesta stayed until, a few 
days afterwards, Iolo and Iola were laid to rest beside: 
Dai. 

They had shown Nesta where they wished to be 
buried, and at their own special request their grav 
were marked by one headstone, on which the only, 
inscription was: 
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Er Cof Am 
IOLO A IOLA LLOYD 


They were followed to the grave by the whole 
population of Ynysoer and Abersethin, and by the 
neighbours for miles around, and the corner of the 
churchyard where the three graves lay side by side 
became a sacred spot, to which the islanders 
continually resorted to strew flowers, to weep with 
true sorrow, and to speak of the hopes and faith 
which the twins had instilled into them. 

For many a long year, even to the second and third 
generation, the names of Iolo and Iola were held sacred 
and their memory was blest. 


CHAPTER XLVII 


| HOPE RETURNS 
A few days after Iolo and Iola had been laid to rest, 
Nesta, accompanied by Madlen, went to Penmynydd 
churchyard, laden with the sweetest and purest flowers 
they could fine. And as she went she picked out two 
from their companions. “They are like Iolo and Iola,” 
she thought. ‘‘This narcissus is Iolo; so spotless, 
30 beautiful! spreading its sweet odour around! and 
aere is dear Iola,” she said, as she held up a lily-of-the- 
alley, ‘‘so pure, so graceful, and so retiring! Oh! 
iends! help me so to live that I may meet you again 
ome day!” 
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At the grave she found a knot of little children, who 
had come from Ynysoer, laden with sea-pinks and 
wreaths of shells mixed with seaweeds, all they could 
find of beauty on their ragged island. 

Their little bare feet moved noiselessly about, and 
their brown hands divided the wreaths. 

‘*¢Here’s one for Iolo, and here’s one for Iola, and here’s 
one for Dai!’’ and then the flowers were distributed 
in the same way. 

Nesta added hers humbly, and told the children 
her comparison of the two flowers to her friends. They 
crowded round with eager sorrowful faces. ‘“‘Let me 
see, let me see, Miss Nesta!”’ (for they had never learnt 
to call her by her new name) ‘‘ which is Iolo? and which 
is Iola? Oh, anw’l, yes, indeed, this is Iolo, 
see how he looks straight up to Heaven; and see, 
this is Iola, so pale and so pretty! But haven’t you 
one for Dai?” 

“Yes,” said Nesta, ‘“‘ Here is Dai’’; and she gathered 
from those she had laid on his grave a crimson 
rose. 

**Yess indeed,” said the children, ‘“‘here is dear Dai, 
so strong and so beautiful. Oh! and there is a tear 
upon him!” 

**Yes,’’ said Nesta, ‘‘a tear in his heart! Yes, that 
is Dai, indeed!’’ and many a time afterwards the little 
sunburnt hands and faces appeared at the doors of 
Morfa and Tygwyn, to beg for “Iolo and Iola and Dai 
flowers’’. 

From this time forth they began to cross the Rock 
Bridge without the shrinking fear which used hitherto 
to keep them imprisoned on the island; and for Iolo 
and Iola’s sakes, Miss Anna Mary and Mrs. Morgan 
welcomed them, and were glad to employ them as 
messengers, finding them. more trustworthy and truth- 
ful than other children, and the cottagers at Abersethin 
soon followed their example. 
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After leaving the grave, Nesta and Madlen accom- 
panied the children to Ynysoer, fearing lest the island- 
ers might begin to feel themselves forsaken, and spent 
the rest of the day with them, trying to comfort them 
for the loss of their much-loved friends, but feeling 
how impossible it was to fill up the gap made by their 
deaths. 

“What shall we do, miss fach?—Mrs. Owen we 
ought to say. What will become of the children? 
But there we must remember what they taught us, 
and trust God. It seemed so easy when they were 
with us, but now we shall fall back and become 
ignorant and wicked again, as we were before Iolo and 
Iola came to us.” 


“No, I don’t think their influence will die away like 
that ,’’ said Nesta, and she longed to tell them of Hugh’s 
kind intentions and interest in them, but a kind of 
conscious shyness held her back. 


“Is the kettle boiling, Nani?’’ she said, ‘“‘for I 
am longing for a cup of tea.” 

“Oh! anw’l,” said Nani, hastily drying her eyes. 
“What a dull creature I am! talking, talking, and 
never thinking of tea.’’ And the kettle was settled 
more firmly on the peat fire, and the teacups and 
saucers brought out of the cupboard, and laid out on 
the little round table, with a plateful of long slices 
of barley-bread and butter. 

*‘Oh! that I had known you were coming, miss fach, 
I would have got a loaf of white bread for you.”’ 

“But this is much nicer, Nani; and how has Ben 
been getting on with his fishing lately?”? And thus 
chatting and questioning from one cottage to another, 
and glad to find sympathy herself in the grief which 
she felt, Nesta and Madlen waited until evening, when 
they could cross the Rock Bridge. 
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As evening drew on, she wandered over the beach, 
her thoughts upon Iolo and Iola, missing them every- 
where, and wondering how she could live without 
them. A heavy cloud seemed to overshadow her; 
she had not seen Hugh since the day of the funeral, 
and ‘“‘What,’’ she thought, “could any explanation 
do for her?’’ Nothing could explain away the fact 
that, as soon as he left her, he forgot her; but still 
Iolo’s wishes were sacred to her, and she would gladly 
hear what Hugh had to say. 

She looked over to the mainland, and saw a boat 
leave the shore, for the bridge was not yet uncovered. 
As it reached Ynysoer beach, Hugh stepped out of it, 
and Nesta stood still, feeling almost angry as she realized 
that there was no way of escape. ‘“‘What could he 
want?’’ But of course it was his own, and he had a 
right to come, so she walked calmly on, though her 
heart was thumping under her red cloak. 

“Mrs. Owen!” said Hugh, “I didn’t know you were 
here, or I should not have come.” 

““T am going as soon as the bridge is bare,’’ answered 
Nesta, with a slight toss of her head, ‘‘so you need not 
mind me.”’ 

“Oh! you misunderstand me,” said Hugh, “I am 
doomed to be misunderstood by you! I meant that 
I would not have intruded on your first visit to the 
islanders. I know how deeply you, and they, feel 
this great loss. I hope you understand me now, Mrs. 
Owen ?”’ 

“Yes,”? said Nesta, blushing and looking down, 
her hasty Welsh temper subsiding as quietly as it 
had arisen. 

““But now that I am here, will you introduce me to 
the different cottages; I should like to become better 
acquainted with them.” 

“Oh! yes, indeed,” said Nesta, losing all self-con- 
sciousness in her interest in the islanders. ‘Here is) 


| 
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Nani’s house, shall we go in here first ?”’ 

‘““Nani what ?”’ said Hugh. 

“Oh, anw’l! I don’t know, indeed. Nani Bullet, 
that’s all! I suppose she has a surname; I will ask her!’ 

They were warmly welcomed by the cottagers, and 
when Hugh informed them of his plans, their gratitude 
was only equalled by their astonishment. 

“It is Iolo and Iola’s work!”’ they said, ‘‘they often 
told us that death would not make them forget us, and 
now they have put it into your heart to be kind to us, 
sir!” 

““Indeed, you are right,’’ he said. ‘‘They did put 
it into my heart. Let us never forget them! The 
‘Cave Church’ will be in memory of them, and I will 
try and get a good man to teach in the school, but, of 
course, he willnot teach like Ioloand Iola! Andnow, 
shall we go and look at the cave? Iam impatient to 
begin my buildings as soon as possible.”” And they 
went, accompanied by an eager troop of interested 
spectators. ' 

As they passed Deio’s cottage, in their heart was the 
memory of that night, when Hugh felt as though the 
storm had driven Nesta into his arms, Again, entering 
the cave ; the same memories; the same wistful longings, 
but they madej no sign. After much measuring and 
planning, they both returned towards the Rock Bridge, 
the cottagers dropping off gradually, each at his own 
cottage, with a bow or a curtsy, and a kindly “‘nos 
dawch !” 

Once more Nesta and Hugh were practically alone 
together, as Madlen kept respectfully behind, but still 
too near for the explanation which Hugh was longing 
for. They were both silent for a time, as they walked 
by the side of the flashing waves. 

**Do you remember the last time we walked here?” 
said Hugh. 
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‘““Ves,’’ answered Nesta. 

“‘Tt was just such a sunset as this when we returned 
in the Butterfly, and you and Iola rowed.” 

Nesta only murmured an indistinct reply. 

““You had the red cloak on, and I drew up the hood 
while you rowed. I knew I should never forget that 
evening. Don’t you r member it, Mrs. Owen?” 

Nesta tried to speak, but her voice failed her, and 
Hugh continued, “‘ That glorious moonlight! the forget- 
me-nots in the lane! Nesta—-I must call you so— 
have you forgotten it all?” . 

Madlen was stooping to pick up shells some way behind 
as Nesta answered with palpitating breath, covering 
her face in her hands, with her old well-remembered 
gesture: ‘Oh! don’t, Mr. Hugh; it is cruel, it is not I 
who have forgotten ; but think, how different everything 
is now, and do not recall the past.” 

She alluded to the absence of Iolo and Iola, but Hugh 
misunderstood her. 

“Yes, I do remember all you have gone through— 
your marriage; the terrible event that followed—and 
I realize how different everything is now. But why 
Nesta—-why ?” 

They were crossing the Rock Bridge now, and to the 
minds of both came the thought that this was not the 
place wherein to speak of the feelings which were 
burning in the heart of each. They walked on in 
silence until they had proceeded some way up the hill, 
Madlen keeping closer to them now that there were no 
shells to tempt her to linger. 

“It is a pity the gentleman should trouble to come 
further,’’ she said in Welsh; ‘‘we can go the rest 
of the way quite well alone. Iss, indeed, surr!” 
she added in English, “wee iss go quite quite safe 
from here !’’ cre 
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“T am dismissed,” said Hugh, smiling; ‘but still 
my question is not answered. Why, Nesta—why?” 

*“Next time we meet,” said Nesta, “‘I will answer.”’ 
Her hand was in Hugh’s now, and he retained it, 
while he asked: “Does Cymro still get his early 
breakfast ?”’ 

Nesta laughed merrily, and the sound of her 
laughter brought a ray of light and hope to Hugh’s 
heart. , 

“Oh! no,” she said, ‘“‘Cymro has long since lived in 
the fields and not in the cowhouse; but,’’ she added, 
blushing and withdrawing her hand, “I go and see him 
the first thing every morning.” 

“Good night, then,” said Hugh. “Good night, 
Madlen ; you have been very cruel to me!” 

Madlen, not understanding, grinned and curtsied, 
and Nesta hurried up the lane; but turning to look 
back at the corner she saw Hugh still standing, 
bareheaded, looking after her as once before. And 
once again she stood long at her bedroom window, 
until she saw Hugh turn away reluctantly. 


CHAPTER XLVIII 


99 


“vES 


Nesta awoke early next morning and, quickly spring- 
ing from her bed, began hastily to dress. She opened 
her window, looking out anxiously at the weather, and 
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a smile of contented happiness spread over her face as 
she saw the promise of a lovely day. 

“It is going to be quite a summer day; what shall I 
wear ?”’ and she turned over the contents of her drawer 
with a longing look at the pretty pinks and blues. “‘Oh 
dear anw’]! I must not wear them, what a pity !”’ and she 
turned with a disparaging look to her black skirt, 
wearing with it a short jacket or over-gown of white 
cambric; and very lovely she looked, as her little high- 
heeled buckled shoes picked their way down the damp 
lane, her broad-brimmed straw hat shading her dimpled 
face with its pure complexion, which no sun or wind 
ever seemed to spoil. 

She could not account to herself for the feeling of 
happiness which filled her. “‘It must be that he is 
going to make it all plain after all, and yet—why didn’t 
he write ?”” 

Hugh was already waiting at the gate of Cymro’s 
field, looking eagerly up the lane and wearing in his 
hat a sprig of faded white heather. 

As she reached the gate he took both her hands 
in his own and looked at her long and tenderly, 
but without speaking until they were inside the 
field, where Cymro soon came trotting towards 
them. 

“Nesta, beloved! is it true? is it possible? that once 
more you have come out to meet me ?”” 

‘*Indeed! indeed!’ said Nesta, ‘‘I don’t know how 
it is possible, Mr. Hugh, but it seems to be true. I 
never thought I could be so foolish a second time— 
but “¢ 

‘But what, Nesta ?”’ 

“Well, I thought perhaps you had something to 
say.” 

“Something to say! I have indeed, and much 
to ask.” 
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There was a large furze-bush in the middle of the 
field, the bush against which Nesta had leant when 
Hugh had looked at her over the high bank; and in that 
same place they now sat together, looking over the 
blue sea. 

**Nesta!—I cannot tell you anything else. Tell 
me first, what has caused the great change in 

ou?” 
pe In me?” said Nesta, her heart beating so violently 
that she could scarcely steady her voice. ‘There is 
no change in me, indeed, but that which is natural 
under the circumstances.” 

**Perhaps so,”? said Hugh, “but in your presence I 
find it so difficult to realize that you have broken away 
so completely from the old life.” 

“JT don’t understand you, Mr. Hugh—you see, I 
am only a plain country girl, and when I say anything, 
I mean just that, and nothing else,’ and here she 
ignominiously broke down and with the well-remembered 
habit, hid her face in her hands. 

**Good heavens, Nesta! What is it that has come 
between us?”’ he said, not venturing to draw the hands 
away, though he would have given worlds to have 
done so. ‘Nesta, speak to me; tell me the whole 
plain truth. God knows I have suffered enough! Tell 
me what caused you to alter so much!” 

Nesta tried hard to dry her tears and regain her 
self-command, but in vain; the long pent-up feelings, 
the trying events of the last week, all came rushing 
to her mind, and the first quiet tears changed to deep 
sobs. 

Hugh was astonished and grieved beyond measure, 
and getting possession of one of Nesta’s hands, waited 
patiently until he saw the storm over, and she 
looked at him again with smiling though tearful 
Eyes. 


eT 
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“Oh! I am ashamed of myself, Mr. Hugh! Indeed, 
I cannot think what has made me so foolish to-day; 
you must forgive me!”’ 

“Forgive you, Nesta! Only tell me what caused | 
you to change so much! After all your promises to 
me! Never to write, never even to send me a message; 
but to let me hear from a stranger that you were going 
to be married !”’ , 

‘Never to write?’’ said Nesta, “‘What do you mean, 
Mr. Hugh ?”’ 

‘“‘Did you write?’ said Hugh eagerly. 

“Yes, indeed; I am ashamed to say I did.” 

‘“‘Ashamed,”? said Hugh, “and why ashamed? 
And what became of that letter? I never received 
it; but waited and waited for an answer to my 
letters.” 

“Your letters! Oh, Hugh! I got no_ letters— 
not one; not one, after all your promises.” 

Hugh stopped in astonishment, and grasped Nesta’s 
hand. She did not withdraw it, but still turning 
away a little, asked slowly: “Did you write to me, 
Hugh ?” 

“Write to you? Yes, Nesta, over and over again. 
I wrote the first night of my arrival at Bristol, and again 
before I left, but got no answer ; then again on my arrival 
in Ireland; but still no answer; then I wrote begging 
nay, entreating, for some explanation, and getting no 
reply to that, I wrote to my uncle and asked, though 
not directly, for some news of you. When he answered 
my letter, which was not for some time, he told me of 
your approaching marriage! But, determined to find 
out the truth for myself, I came to Abersethin, and oh! 
Nesta, heard the bitter truth from your own lips, 
beloved |’? and he possessed himself of the other hand. 
“What have I not suffered! Give me a grain of com- 
fort now, and tell me you relent, and are turning 
towards me once more.” 
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Nesta’s head bent lower and lower, as she answered: 
““Hugh! I never got one of your letters. I waited and 
waited like you and went always to meet John PenJan; 
but no, never a line for me! and I could not bear it 
any longer, so I wrote to you and begged you at least 
to tell me the reason of your silence, but still not a 
word! At first I thought that I should die of a broken 
heart, but when I thought that you had forgotten me, 
it made me angry and proud, and I scorned myself for 
having let a stranger deceive me, and oh! Hugh, my 
heart did ache so, all the time! I longed to ask Mr. 
Gwythern about you, but I would not stoop, and then 
while my heart was so sore, poor William came, and 
Mari Matti said you were married, and the rest, you 
know—I cannot go over it all!” 

‘““No, no, Nesta darling! You have said enough 
to show me how mistaken we have both been, and how 
much you must have suffered. I think I see it all now; 
somebody must haye got our letters.” 

There was a pause during which Nesta, in a moment’s 
intuition, realized who it was. She shuddered as she 
answered: “‘Let us forgive him, Hugh, whoever he 
was.” 

**Yes! whoever he was,”’ said Hugh. ‘I should be 
the first to forgive, knowing so well the greatness of the 
temptation! But oh! Nesta, is it true that there is no 
cloud between us now? Has my little girl’s heart 
quite returned to me? Here are some forget-me-nots 
growing; shall I gather you some?” 

** Ah! they are not wanted, Hugh, indeed, I will never 
forget youagain. Oh! anw’!, I never did forget!’ And 
drawing a little wild rosebud from her waistband, 
she handed -it to him shyly. 

Hugh took off his hat, and showed her the white 
heather. ‘I told you it should remain until you changed 
it for something else.”’ 
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With a happy smile Nesta threw away the heather, 
and replaced it with the wild rose. ‘Through every- 
thing , Hugh, my heart was yours, and now fe 

‘““Well, and now, darling Nesta? Ihave been waiting 
so long thirsting for your love—now will you promise 
to be mine?—my very own, my wife, Nesta?” 

“Oh! anw’l, I can’t promise to-day.” 

*“Why not, beloved? I cannot let you go until you 
have given me your promise. How can I tell that 
to-morrow I may not find you cold and proud and distant 
again? Think, Nesta, how nearly our happiness has 
been wrecked for life, mine at all events! You, 
perhaps, would have been sustained by your Welsh 
pride.” 

‘“*Oh! the horrid word; no more of it for me! Call 
it by its right name, Hugh, ‘Welsh temper’.” 

‘Well then, dear love, say ‘Yes’, now!” 

Nesta bent her head so low that Hugh was obliged 
to hold up her face and to look very closely into her 
eyes in order to see the smile with which she whispered 
*Yes’’. 
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THE INCONSTANOY OF KITTY - 
THE DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 
THE REPROOF OF CHANCE 
A BLIND ALLEY 
SINNERS ALL 
MISTRESS OF HERSELF 
BABA AND THE BLACK SHEEP 
MAKING AMENDS 
A FOOL’S GAME 
TAKEN.BY STORM 
BREAKERS AHEAD 
THE OTHER MAN 
ON THE RACK 
DAGGERS DRAWN 
(Now First Published) 


Each Volume neatly bound with attractive Pictorial Wrapper 


2/- net 


Mrs. Savi has a thorough knowledge of Anglo-Indian 
life and a well-deserved reputation as a 
writer of real human stories 


HURST & BLACKEIT, LTD., 
Paternoster House, London, E.C. 4 
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Hutchinsons New Editions 


Each volume handsomely bound in cloth, full 
gilt, with attractive picture wrapper, 2/- net 


The Red Stain 
ACHMED ABDULLAH 
The Blue-Eyed Manchu 
ACHMED ABDULLAH 
een Lucia E. F. BENSON 
obin Linnet E. F. BENSON 
The Bars of Iron 
ETHEL M. DELL 
The Hundredth Chance 
ETHEL M. DELL 
Tressider’s Sister 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
The Tine on the Lagoo 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
Average Cabins 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
Ursula Finch 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
Lady Trent’s Daughter 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
The Potter’s House 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
Rooted Out 
DOROTHEA CONYERS 
Irish Stew 
DOROTHEA CONYERS 
A Girl for Sale 
MABEL BARNES-GRUNDY 
The Girl at the 'Bacca Sh 
CHARLES GARVICE 
The Fire Opal 
HELEN PROTHERO 


LEWIS 
What Timmy Did 
Mrs. BELLOC LOWNDES 
The Manuscript of Youth 
DIANA PATRICK 
Barbara Justice 
DIANA PATRICK 
Sonia Married 
STEPHEN McKENNA 
The Order of Release 
H. de VERE STACPOOLE 


—$— 


Satan 
H. de VERE STACPOOLE 


. Virginia of the Rhodesians 


CYNTHIA STOCKLEY 

My Lady Frivol 
ROSA N. CAREY 
The Dummy Hand C.N. & 
A.M. WILLIAMSON 


Dusk MARIE BJELKE 
PETERSEN 
To the Adventurous 
E. NESBIT 


Truth in a Circle 
MADAME ALBANESI 
The Woman Who Knew 
MAX PEMBERTON 
Red, White & Grey 
LADY MILES 
The Red Flame LADY MILES 
Ralph Carey LADY MILES 
Courage 
KATHLYN RHODES 
The Post-War Girl 
BERTA RUCK 
The Road to Anywhere RITA 
Conjugal Rights RITA 
Madge Hinton’s Husbands 
MARGARET BAILLIE 


SAUNDERS 
The Honest Man 
UNA L. SILBERRAD 
Peter’s People 
CURTIS YORKE 
The Life of Isobe! Erne 
PEGGY WEBLING 
The Fruitless Orchard 
PEGGY WEBLING 
Worlds Apart 
M.P.WILLCOCKS 
A Remedy Against Sin 
W.B.MAXWELL 
A Little More 


W.B.MAXWELL 
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